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PREFACE. 



<< I VENTURED to observe," says Boswell, " that a 
minoe-pie was a strange mixture of all sorts of 
things for anybody to eat 1" 

"Sir," said Dr. Johnson, "you're a jackanapes. 
People don't eat mince-pies every day in the year : 
it's a Christmas dish. A man, sir, must be a great 
genius to make a good mince-pie." 

"I took this rebuke," continues Boswell, "as I 
always took that great man's rebukes — in silence ; 
and ate up my mince-pie without saying another 
word." 

Apocbtphal Life of Johnson. 
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TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 



CHAPTER I. 

A TELESCOPE SO POWERFUL, THAT YOU MAY SEE 
THROUGH IT INTO THE MIDDLE OF NEXT WEEK. 

On the 25th of December last, as Dr. Asterscop the 
celebrated German astronomer, with a red worsted 
nightcap on his head, his old dressing-gown round his 
person^ and a pipe in his mouth, was sedulously em- 
ployed in exploring the starry regions, his view being 
specially directed to the spot where the new planet 
had been recently discovered — suddenly ! he beheld 
— as it seemed to his astonished eye — ^the planet itself 
" shoot madly from its sphere," and direct its course 
towards the earth ! 

Amazed at an erratic movement which neither 
Monsieur Le Verrier had predicted, nor Mr. Adams 
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calculated, the doctor almost let his pipe drop from 
his mouth ; but after his first surprise had subsided, 
he was inclined to suppose that the phenomenon was 
nothing more than one of those aerial meteors which 
seem to take a pleasure in bewildering terrestrial 
philosophers. As the flight of the falling star, how- 
ever, lasted longer than is usual on such occasions, the 
doctor continued to observe it with increasing in- 
terest ; and absorbed in the observation of the strange 
appearance, he forgot the Christmas festivities which 
were in preparation in the hall, the visitors which 
were expected, his daughter who was arraying herself 
becomingly, and even his wife, who seldom allowed 
herself to be forgotten, and who at this, as at all other 
times, was mistress of him and of the ceremonies. 

The doctor could think of nothing but the strange 
sight before his eye, and many and various were the 
thoughts and surmises that flitted through his wonder- 
ing mind. What was this surprising phenomenon ! 
Was it merely an electric coruscation? a falling star? 
or was it a blazing fragment from one of the asteroids 1 
That it was the planet itself, the doctor could not sup- 
pose; there were too many reasons against that. But 
it certainly did proceed from the locality of the new 
planet. What could it be ! It was not like anything 
that he had ever seen, or heard or read of ! — The 
worthy doctor became more and more puzzled and 
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astonished every moment as the miknown body con- 
tinued to be visible in its luminous course. 

And still the meteor rushed onwards, a small but 
brilliant speck^ with a motion steady but inconceiv- 
ably rapid. It was not without difficulty that the 
doctor was able to keep the spark within his field of 
view j but determined not to lose sight of an object so 
interesting, he wrapped his dressing-gown closer 
round his limbs, pulled his red worsted nightcap more 
snugly over his head, replenished his pipe, and kept 
his eye fixed steadily on the advancing light. Certain 
ardent imaginings also helped to warm him as he in- 
dulged in a pleasing reverie of the eclat which doubt- 
less would accrue to him from a paper which he re- 
solved to address to the Koyal Society of Bavaria, 
announcing his discovery, and including a statement 
descriptive and explanatory of the celestial pheno- 
menon, with illustrative notes and an index. 

Allowing the meteor for a while to continue its 
course unquestioned, and leaving the astronomer to 
his contemplations, we will take advantage of the in- 
terval before the arrival of the stranger, to say a few 
words about the position and family of the worthy 
doctor, as the existence of a certain member of his 
household had a most important influence on the re- 
suits of this romantic history. 



b2 



CHAPTEK II. 



A TERRESTRIAL STAR. 



Evert one who has travelled in Germany must have 
heard of the astronomer Asterscop. He was easily to 
be recognised when he walked abroad, from the cir- 
cumstance of his always having one eye closed — a 
habit which he had contracted from his constantly 
spying through a telescope with the other. Indeed^ 
it is popularly believed in those parts, that the doctor 
had never quitted the small end of his glass since he 
was first set to look through it when a boy — ^that is 
to say, about half a century ago. 

How it was that he had found time to marry about 
eighteen yeays before the new planet was discovered, 
and, particularly, to attend to the new duties conse- 
quent on that duplex position, was a mystery to his 
friends and acquaintances. But marry he did; fd- 
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though he was known confidentially to declare — and 
here it may be elucidatory to state that he was as 
remarkable for absence of mind as for profound 
mathematical learning — ^that he had never been able 
satisfactorily to account to himself how the accident 
happened; and that he must have been married, as he 
quaintly expressed it, " in a parenthesis." 

It was owing, perhaps, to his neglect of the same 
caution in choosing a wife which he had exercised in 
selecting a telescope, that it fell to his lot to become 
united to the veriest shrew in all G^ermany; a cir- 
cumstance which, doubtless, while it assisted him in the 
philosophical virtues of submissiveness and resigna- 
tion, incited him the more strongly to indulge in his 
favourite pursuit, and to fly from the irregular motions 
of the lower regions to the more pleasing contempla- 
tion of the harmonious courses of the heavenly bodies. 

However, the result of this seemingly inauspicious 
conjunction was a daughter, whom the doctor prized 
and loved above all things on earth, except his tele- 
scope. And as the little Angela grew every day more 
beautiful; as her eyes became at the same time darker 
and more brilliant; and her hair more black, and more 
profuse in the richest of ringlets; by the time she 
had reached her seventeenth year, the eyes of various 
youths of high and low degree began to be curiously 
inclined to her as a terrestrial star, whose brightness 
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and beauty were sufficiently visible without the aid of 
magnifying glasses of any description. 

Nor was the doctor himself, despite his abstractions, 
altogether unaware of the personal and mental accom* 
plishments of his beloved daughter. He had divided 
his attentions between her and his telescope. He had 
educated her, in his way, with the greatest care; had 
taught her many languages, and would have indoctri- 
nated her even with Hebrew, if her feminine sensitive- 
ness had not been repulsed by the crookedness of the 
letters. As it was, he had instructed her in the names 
and positions of all the stars, had made her as familiar 
with the belts of Jupiter as with her own sash; and it 
was a pastime to her to calculate the returns of the 
moons of Uranus. To these she added, of her own 
accord, various other accomplishments both curious 
and useful, but too numerous to mention. 

Often, when the weather was too cloudy to observe 
the celestial stars, would he sit and gaze at her as he 
smoked his meershaum, for hours together, regarding 
her first with one eye closed, and then the other; it 
being an economical axiom with the worthy doctor, 
that to make use of two eyes for that which could be 
as easily seen with one, was a waste of the material; 
besides, from the long habit of shutting one eye when 
he spied through his telescope, it was a question if ho 
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could accomplish the feat of keeping them both open 
together. 

As to her mother, the notable Mrs. Asterscop, that 
r^pectable matron confined herself entirely. to sub- 
lunary concerns. She fabricated enormous sausages, 
and piled up huge jars of pickled cabbage; com- 
pounded puddings of mysterious ingredients, and 
built up pyramids of jam-pots in due season, with 
praiseworthy industry. Not having any predilectHon 
for the study of the stars in the heavens, to the 
neglect of her own occupations on the earth, she con- 
fined herself, ordinarily, to her own affairs; revolving 
as an independent planet in her own orbit, and giving 
no more disturbance, except when her shrewish pro- 
pensities were excited by contradiction, to the mo- 
tions of her husband, than by a law of nature, it would 
seem, must ever occur, occasionally, in every conjugfd 
system. 

Angela, on her part, passed her life in the seclusion 
which imavoidably attached to the daughter of a 
studious recluse in a solitary place. While she was a 
little girl, her greatest delight was to listen to the 
singing of the birds, and to watch the opening of the 
flowers. The summer time was always pleasant, for 
there were the fields, and the garden to roam in; and 
the winter time was never dull, for there was the 
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cheerful wood-fire to sit by; and knitting, knotting, 
and netting, to amuse her, with all the various indus- 
trial amusements which female fingers most delight 
in; to say nothing of a gigantic frame containing an 
inmiense expanse of canvas designed for an elaborate 
piece of German wool-work, which, like Penelope's 
web, seemed never to be finished, but which helped to 
furnish a variety of occupation. Besides, there was a 
good library, somewhat ancient it is true, but con- 
taining a sufiiciency of books of amusement ; and in 
which the inquiring Angela, as she grew out of girl- 
hood, became more fond of exploring every day. 

With a taste, innate, it would seem, in the gentler 
sex, she usually preferred romances and tales of won- 
der and enchantment to all other reading; and she 
eagerly devoured narrations of the chivalrous exploits 
of adventurous youths and martial heroes in their love 
or rescue of devoted damsels. It was from the seduc- 
tive meditations to which such captivating tales gave 
rise, that the sympathetic maiden, when she reached 
the charming age of seventeen, became pensive, sigh- 
ful, and more and more inclined to solitary walks in 
secluded groves, where she could indulge her visionary 
thoughts unseen and unobserved. 

Neither did the learned and scientific works which 
her father incited her to peruse, and in which she 
occasionally became absorbed, less administer to her 
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musings. She read of attraction and repulsion, of 
elective affinities and chemical equivalents; and she 
pondered much on her own powers of attraction, 
meditating also on what elective affinity was applic- 
able to herself, and whether she should ever have the 
happiness to meet, in the love of some undiscovered 
object, an equivalent to her own intense and romantic 
aspirations. 

It was in vain, at such times, that she had recourse 
to her father's observatory to assist her in her new 
perplexity. She looked through the great telescope 
more enthusiastically than ever, and felt her soul swell 
with delicious ecstasy as she beheld the galaxy of un- 
numbered constellations in glorious brightness, giving 
promise of worlds more beautiful than her own; but 
telescopic as the glass was, as she could not see a hus- 
band through it, she always retired with a secret 
consciousness, that bright and beautiful as all the stars 
unquestionably were, there was not one among them 
that was calculated exactly to fill up the void which 
she felt in her own terrestrial existence. 

It was in such a frame of mind that the pensive 
Angela was suddenly summoned by the doctor to assist 
him in his observation of an extraordinary appearance 
in the heavens, which for the last two hours had excited 
in the astronomer extreme astonishment. 



CHAPTER III. 

A CHRISTMAS PARTY. 

" Look," said the doctor, when his daughter appeared 
in obedience to his summons ; " do you see that fall- 
ing star 1" 

" Oh I papa, what does that matter ? The falling 
stars, as they call them, are always falling; and I was 
reading such a beautiful book ! A prince in disguise 
goes forth as an adventurous knight, with shield and 
lance — " 

"Never mind your book; the prince in disguise 
will wait till you go back." 

" Oh — ^but it is such a love of a story, papa ! and 
then there's a princess shut up in a castle by a monster 
of a baron — so wicked — so wicked — ^that it makes 
one feel so nervous — ^" 
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" Never mind the princess ; the knight you spoke 
of will deliver her, I'll engage," said the doctor. 

" But one can't be sure of that ; and one is kept in 
such a state of suspense, that it's quite dreadful — and 
delightful too, and — ** 

" And I have been kept in a state of suspense," 
said the doctor, " since a quarter to six of the clock, 
by this extraordinary falling star ; it has been visible 
for two hours and more." 

" A falling star visible for two hours !" exclaimed 
Angela, with much surprise, for her astronomical 
knowledge made her aware that such an occurrence 
had never been recorded before : " Surely you must 
mistake, dear papa ; perhaps it's a comet that you 
have discovered. Ah ! I see it ! What a brilliant 
spot of light ! It seems brighter than the common 
meteor, which people call a falling star ! Goodness ! 
Papa, what can it be 1" 

" I have been trying to find out for more than two 
hours," replied the doctor ; " it is very extraordinary, 
that although it has been in motion all the time, and 
is evidently approaching the earth, it does not get 
bigger as it gets nearer. It came from the direction 
of the new planet." 

" Gtoodness, gracious 1 Papa," exclaimed Angela, 
after having gazed earnestly through the glass, while 
her father was speaking ; " there are two stars !" 
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" Two stars ! my love. I saw only one ; but, per- 
haps, my left eye is a little weak ; I'll try it with my 
right. Let me come to the glass." 

" Stay a moment, papa — oh ! how very beautiful ! 
Yes ; there are two stars quite plain, but very close to 
each other, like a double star; and yet one does not 
seem to be behind the other. How very curious ! 
And they are of a beautiftd blue coloiu*, both of them. 
Well ! this is a discovery I" 

" You are right," said the doctor. " There are two 
stars or two luminous points of some sort, and of a 
blue colour; of a more intense blue than the planet 
Venus," continued the doctor, looking through the 
glass. " My love, what o'clock is it ?" 

" Ten minutes past eight, papa, exactly." 

" From fifteen minutes to six to ten minutes past 
eight," said the doctor, " is two hours and twenty-five 
minutes, and the object is still in motion." 

" What do you think it is, papa 1 A sort of aurora 
borealis f 

" It is not that," said the doctor; "it is too defined 
for that." 

" Can it be a comet, papa f 

" It has no tail, my love. Besides, a comet has no 
appreciable density — and this meteor — ^Yes ! It did ! 
It certainly did ! It occulted that star ! It must 
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be some solid body, attracted seemingly by the 
earth. I am sure that it approaches us nearer and 
nearer." 

" Oh I Heavens ! papa ; if it is a solid body and 
should strike the earth, it might shatter it all to 
pieces ! I begin to be almost frightened." 

" That depends on its size and density," returned 
the doctor, still looking through the telescope. " I 
fancy that the two blue spots grow brighter, but not 
larger ; do you look, my love, for my eye aches with 
gazing at it." 

" They are brighter, papa ; and it seems to me, as 
you say, to come nearer and nearer. Heavens ! what 
is going to happen ? It will siu-ely strike the earth ! 
and its direction seems to be straight to the spot 
where we are standing ! " 

" Heaven forbid ! " uttered the astronomer. " But 
whatever may happen," he added, after a short pause, 
" do not fail, if you should survive the shock, to note 
the exact second of time when the collision takes 
place. Go down to the parlour below, my love, and 
tell your mother to be prepared. For myself, I shall 
not quit my post. I will watch it, as my duty is, to 
the last. And remember, in the statement which 
you will, of course, address to the Royal Society at 
Munich, that the meteor took its departure from the 
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quarter of the new planet precisely at fifteen minutes 
before six o'clock ; and don't neglect to make allow- 
ance, in your calculations, for the aberration — ^" 

But here the doctor's injunctions were cut short by 
a voice from below, relative to his own aberration. 

" Doctor ! doctor ! Doctor Asterscop, I say ! 
What are you about up there 1 Didn't I tell you to 
make yourself decent for company? You can't sit 
down to a supper in a red worsted nightcap !" 

" There's something very surprising ! my dear," 
returned the doctor, from the top of the laddernstair. 

" Nonsense ! " retorted the dame ; " that's always 
the way with you ! It would be something sur- 
prising, indeed, if you were to do anything like a 
reasonable creature ! If I have to come, I'll surprise 
you, I'll warrant ! And that slut, Angela ! She's 
spoiling her eyes, I suppose, and making them look 
as red as your nightcap, looking through that 
abominable telescope ! And no one to receive the 
company ! Here's a pretty thing ! No one ready ! 
and I expect the Baron Von Blunderbuster, the 
major, every minute ; and Herr Bodombrutch, the 
schoolmaster, if his vain wife can only decide which 
gown to put on ; and there's Pillandraften, the 
apothecary. His wife, too, would have been here, 
poor thing ! if the wretch hadn't almost physicked 
her to death with his ^ Lixir,' as he calls it." 
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"iMixir, my dear," said the doctor, correctingly ; 
" it's an Arabic word." 

" Don't elixir and arabic me, Dr. Asterscop," 
replied his wife, her voice increasing to a higher pitch 
at this show of contradiction on the part of her 
husband ; " don't let me have to come after you — 
that's aU !" 

The doctor descended the laboratory ladder, and 
peeped down the great staircase; he saw his wife at 
the bottom, with a foot placed threateningly on the 
first step ; her face very red, and her whole person 
glowing with the heat of the kitchen, and in her hand 
the "basting-ladle." 

" I am coming, my dear," said he, in most soothing 
tones: " do you go down first, my dear Angela, and 
explain to your mother the wonderful appearance in 
the heavens which has detained me." 

" Come down directly!" vociferated his wife. " The 
guests are knocking at the door, the supper is ready, 
and here am I, not dressed; and all owing to you and 
your telescope! If it wasn't that I was the most 
good-tempered, meekest, and most indulgent wife in 
all Bavaria," continued the dame, maundering to her- 
self in her sleeping room, as she hastily divested her- 
self of her cooking habiliments and arrayed herself in 
the robe of the lady of the mansion — " if I wasn't one 
of the best of wives, I should have smashed that ugly 
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big telescope long before now, all to pieces — ^that's 
what I would!" 

With this self-complacent commendation of her own 
meek and amiable qualities, the bustling matron, 
magnificently dressed in a flame- coloured satin robe 
trimmed with red velvet, and bearing a cap of prodi- 
^ous dimensions ornamented with an immeasurable 
quantity of ribbons of various colours on her head, 
began to smile with all her might, in order to mould 
her features into a shape befitting the character of a 
hostess. Having accomplished this difficult task to 
her satisfaction, she proceeded in great state to the 
drawing-room to receive the company. 

The expected guests arrived with extreme punc- 
tuality; for, although people are often somewhat back- 
ward in keeping their engagements, especially in the 
case of a schoolboy going to school knowing that he 
is to be flogged, or of a husband coming home to his 
wife after smoking a cigar when that indulgence 
has been expressly forbidden by the lady, or of a 
debtor waiting on his creditor to say that he can not 
pay his bill, or of a minister having to go down to the 
House of Commons with a fore-knowledge of being 
out-voted, and in many other instances which will 
readily occur to a reflective mind, it may be observed 
that people are generally pretty punctual in attending 
a Christmas feast. 
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Indeed, the apothecary, who had brought his wife, 
notwithstanding her physical condition, being versed 
in anatomy, and well knowing that you cannot easily 
piit more into a vessel already full, had fasted all that 
afternoon in order to have the greater capacity to 
receive the good things which his experience had 
taught him might surely be anticipated from the 
culinary attainments of the excellent hostess. The 
major, too, had a wolfish air, as if he could, in mili- 
tary fashion, devour the enemy with dispatch; and 
the schoolmaster had a hungry look which was 
habitual to him. They all wore pipes tastefully sus- 
pended from their necks. 

The respective wives of the two latter, although the 
helpmate of the man of medicine had rather a cada- 
verous appearance, endeavoured to look as amiable as 
possible. Angela looked, as she always did, the most 
inodest and the most beautiful of maidens. 

The guests, after a profusion of bows and courtesies 
to the ladies of the house and to one another, the 
major making an extra bow to Angela, ranged them- 
selves with great ceremony in due order on the 
high-backed chairs before the fire. The major was 
a portly person, becoming his rank, with a very red 
face and a magnificent nose, which, from frequent 
soakings in the wine-pot, had sprouted out and grown 
hixuriantly into a spongy, rich, and bulbous excres- 
c 
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cence that conveyed to the spectator the idea of the 
overgrown wick of a tallow candle that wanted 
snuffing. Added to this he had a hig voice and 
an enormous pair of whiskers, with imperial and 
moustachios to match, which, he considered, gave 
him a martial air, on which he plumed himself ex- 
ceedingly. 

The schoolmaster was clothed in a suit of black, as 
most adapted to his serious profession, with a broad 
shirt-collar turned down over the collar of his coat, 
and with his hair, which was very long and very lank, 
combed over his forehead, and hanging down his back 
behind like the ends of a " wet swab," as it is techni- 
cally called on ship-board. His visage, which was 
youthfcd, exhibited that sentimental air of disconsola- 
tion and melancholy which is considered the peculiar 
mark and distinction of high-souled genius. The 
apothecary had nothing noticeable about him, except 
that he looked very like a weasel. His cadaverous 
helpmate seemed as if she was imder a constant course 
of medicine. 

But the schoolmaster's wife was the star of the 
party. Her dress was composed of an immense mass 
of light blue satin, seemingly of an airy texture, and 
giving her the appearance of a recently filled balloon. 
It had fifteen flounces, and was entirely covered with 
roses, and was adorned behind with a prodigious 
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busUe that suggested the idea of a truss of straw 
placed crosswise. Her hair, which was as light as 
hair could be, was all curls ! and her eyes, which were 
of a very pale blue, were constantly turned up as if 
contemplating something in the clouds ! 

The hostess, from imder the framework of her cap, 
and holding an enormous fan in her hand, smiled un- 
ceasingly on them all. But the smile, as she observed 
the continued absence of the doctor, presently gave 
way to a frown. 

" Where is your father T she said to Angela, en- 
deavouring to smile, while she frowned at the same 
time, which gave a serio-comic expression to her 
countenance. " Where is the doctor ]" she repeated, 
agitating her enormous fan, which made all the 
ribbons in her cap fly about, and all the candles 
gutter: "He cannot know, surely, that the noble 
major, the Baron Von Blunderbuster, has arrived, 
and our excellent friend, Pillandrafben, and the worthy 
Herr Bodombrutch ; go, my dear Angela, and tell 
him. I am sure, when he knows that his favourite 
Mrs. Bodombrutch is here, he will come directly" (the 
8choolmaster*s wife was young, and thought herself 
very pretty) ; Mrs. Asterscop looked at her with a 
patronizing air, and smiled at her dreadfully. 

With ready obedience, but not without some fore- 
boding of the domestic storm that was likely to arise 
c2 
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to disturb the serenity of the coming feast, and guess- 
ing where she should surely find her enthusiastic 
parent, the gentle Angela tripped lightly up the stairs 
to the observatory. 



CHAPTER IV. 



BOAST GOOSE. 



The doctor was still watching the meteor through 
his glass. 

" The guests are all come," said Angela. 

The doctor said nothing. 

"Baron Von Blunderbuster — and he's in all his 
regimentals !" 

The doctor was silent. 

" And the schoolmaster, and the apothecary." 

The doctor remained still. 

" And their wives," added Angela. 

The doctor continued to look through his telescopCr 

" And mamma is very vexed." 

The doctor made a gesture of impatience. 

" And I do believe," added Angela, " that she is 
coming up stairs to fetch you." 
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The doctor started up : it was plain that he stood 
in wholesome apprehension of conjugal perturbation. 
But the next moment he had his eye stuck again to 
the small end of his telescope. 

" It is impossible, my love ; I cannot leave this 
interesting object. Tell your mother that your 
father's fame throughout all Bavaria, and all the 
world, depends on my noting with exactitude the 
progress of this extraordinary meteor. It is evi- 
dently coming down towards the earth with great 
velocity !" 

" And mamma is coming up !" said Angela; " pray, 
dear pap% come down and take off your red night- 
cap, and put on your best coat, to please dear mamma." 
She endeavoured to coax him by the tenderest filial 
acts, to leave the observatory, for she well knew the 
sort of collision which might be expected from the 
presence of her female parent, under such circiun* 
stances of flagrant marital disobedience ; but it was 
in vain. The astronomer sat firm at his glass. For 
once he dared the anger of his wife ! 

But a voice was now heard at the bottom of the 
stair, which could not be mistaken nor despised. The 
sound ascended clear and shrill ; not angry exactly, 
but indicative of resolution and purpose. Had it not 
been for the cap built up on her head, and the volu- 
minous folds of her flame-coloured robe, the iratQ 
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dame would certaiiily have transported her person to 
the sxumnit of the house ; but prudence restrained 
her, and she trusted to that powerful auxiliary, her 
tongue : — 

" Doctor, Doctor Asterscop, I say; are you, or are 
you not coming down ]" 

" Speak to her, Angela," said the doctor. 

The daughter descended the observatory stair, so 
as to be midway between her father and her mother, 
in a telegraphic position convenient to transmit the 
conmiunications of both. 

" Dear mamm%" she said, " there is a strange fall- 
ing star, or something which papa has been observing 
for a long time — '* 

" I wish your papa would come down to supper," 
replied the mother, " and leave the stars to take care 
of themselves." (This she said in a forced tone of 
good-nature, as she did not wish to make a disturb- 
ance before company.) 

" But the star comes nearer and nearer," said An- 
gela, " and it is falling now." 

" Very well," rejoined the dame ; " when the star 
is tired of falling, I suppose it will stop." (Here the 
doctor's wife gave a little laugh, as if she was deter- 
mined to be facetious.) 

" But papa says," continued Angela, " that the body, 
whatever it is, moves with extraordinary velocity." 
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" Very likely, my dear," said her mother ; " but it 
has plenty of room ; and so your falling star, or what* 
ever it is, may move as quick as it likes." 

" But if it continues, as it has been moving for the 
last four hours," urged Angela, " papa fears that some 
dreadful catastrophe may happen; that it will strike 
the earth." 

" Well, my dear, and what then ? What does that 
matter to us ]" 

" Why, mamma, it is coming as straight as ever it 
can right down upon our house ! And if it does — ^" 

" If it does !" shrieked out her mother — " Heaven 
be merciful to us ! I wish your papa would leave the 
stars alone. It all comes of his spying at them, as 
he is always doing, with that nasty telescope. How 
would he like to be eternally spied at himself V 

" But think, dear mamma ; it is dreadful ! If the 
body should strike our house — " 

" Dreadful, indeed !" rejoined the industrious house- 
wife ; " why all the pickles will be spoiled, and the 
pots of preserves smashed to pieces ; and all owing to 
your papa's obstinacy." 

"What's the matter, my dear Mrs. AsterscopT 
asked the major ; for the assembled guests, who had 
overheard the colloquy about the star, were curious 
to know the meaning of it. They grouped them- 
selves at the foot of the great staircase. 
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^' Tell your papa, there's roast goose for supper," 
said the hostess, tr3dng a last resource; "roast goose! 
stuffed with sage and onions !'' 

There was an agitation among the company. The 
major pulled his mustachios, the schoolmaster breathed 
an amatory sigh, and the apothecary wiped his mouth 
with an immense white handkerchief ; even the ladies 
betrayed signs of sympathy ; they gave a little sniff 
with their delicate noses, and looked round in the 
direction of the kitchen, from which an appetizing 
fragrance struck on the sensorials of the expectants. 
At this moment of intense anxiety, the door of the 
kitchen opened, and a vapour compoimded of the 
roasted goose, and of various condiments whose 
blended odours made one delicious whole, was wafted 
into the hall. It ascended the great staircase, 
enveloped Angela with its steam, and rose up past 
the ladder-stair of the observatory to the spot where 
the doctor was stationed. 

The doctor, learned and astronomer as he was, was 
still a man. Bom of earth, he was subject to earthly 
impulses. He could not resist the influence of that 
delicious vapour 1 All men have their weaknesses ; 
this was his ; he was particularly fond of roast goose ! 
He was of mortal mould, and the smell of the roast 
goose was too much 'for him ! The astronomer had 
an immortal mind that aspired to the skies; but he had 
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mortal bowels, and they yearned to the roast goose ! 
Thrice did he take his eye from the glass to inhale 
the tempting fragrance ; and thrice did he return to 
it again, his soul torn with conflicting emotions 1 

How the conflict between the love of science and 
roast goose might have ended, without the interven- 
tion of a new excitement, it is impossible to say ; but 
at that critical moment the meteor, which he had 
been for more than four hours observing, now ap- 
peared to be in such close proximity to the earth, 
that he cried out with a voice of fear, which was 
communicated to the company below : — 

" The star ! The star is close upon us ! It will 
strike this house ! In another minute — ^in a few 
seconds, it will be down !*' 

These awful words were uttered so loud, that they 
were heard not only by Angela, but by the whole 
party assembled at the bottom of the stairs. The 
major was almost frightened, and looked around him 
with the air of one expecting the explosion of a bomb; 
the schoolmaster tried to recollect some short prayer, 
but was too much alarmed to call to mind any one 
appropriate ; the apothecary put his hand to his side^ 
pocket, mechanically, to search for his case of instru- 
ments ; the schoolmaster's and apothecary's wives 
tried to scream, but the scream stuck in their throats ; 
and the doctor's wife was so paralysed with fear, that 
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she could not speak — ^it being the first time in her 
life that she had experienced a failure in her powers 
of articulation ! 

Angela ran up the ladder to her father. The 
meteor seemed to be in the act of collision with the 
earth, with a violence proportionate to the almost 
inconceivable rapidity of its flight ; but what struck 
both herself and her father with the greatest surprise 
was, that the luminous points did not appear larger 
than they were at first ! While they were wondering 
at this curious fact, the meteor, which was now close 
to the spot where they were standing, suddenly 
stopped in its rapid course, hovered for a moment 
over the grass-plot in the garden, and then the light 
which had accompanied it, disappeared ! 

The doctor looked at his chronometer: it was 
exactly six minutes and nineteen seconds past ten. 
Angela, whose eyes were quicker in discerning objects 
than her father's, observed, however, in the darkness, 
the dim shadow of a figure which presented the out- 
lines of a human form! Amazed at this strange 
termination to the meteor s adventure, she hastily 
conmiunicated her discovery to her father; and the 
doctor, not less astonished than herself, lost no time in 
descending from his observatory, and repairing to the 
spot at which the luminous body had alighted on the 
eartL 
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With his daughter by his side, the doctor proceeded 
in front; it being, as his guests observed, an astro- 
nomical question. The major came next, with his 
sword drawn, to encounter the strange being which 
was reported to be on the premises. The apothecary 
and the schoohnaster marched in Indian file behind, 
followed by their respective wives, who held their 
husbands' coat-tails affectionately; the gorgeous hostess 
holding a heavy german-silver candlestick in both 
hands, bringing up the rear. 

In this order the Christmas party courageously 
advanced into the garden. 



CHAPTER V. 

A H*AIRY VISITANT. 

The night was dark and cold, and a sort of shivering 
seized on the procession as they stepped over the 
green turf crisped by the frost. The candle carried 
by the hostess in the rear cast but a feeble light into 
the space beyond, but there was sufficient to enable 
the doctor and his daughter to perceive a figure re- 
sembling a man. 

^' It's a man," said Angela ; ^' some traveller who has 
lost his way." 

"A man!" exclaimed the major, taking a step iiji 
advance with his drawn sword; "some robber, no 
doubt, prowling about to see what he can carry off." 

" A robber !" screamed the dame from the rear, on 
whose ears that terrible word fell with dreadful im- 
port; " then why don't you cut him to pieces with 
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your sword, major! A robber, indeed! come to steal 
our silver spoons, I warrant, while we are at supper ! 
But ril robber him! Major, cut his head off directly!" 

As she issued this summary command, Mrs. Aster- 
scop advanced towards the head of the column, and 
lent the aid of herself and of her candle to the scene 
of action; but its light revealed to the astonished eyes 
of the spectators a form which by no means resem- 
bled that of a ferocious midnight marauder; on the 
contrary, although the intruder's style of dress, which 
consisted of an entire suit fitting close to the shape, 
and apparently made from the skin of some wild 
animal, was by no means in the fashion, his air was 
that of a person of distinction, and his person, as it 
was exhibited even in such an outlandish dress, was 
strikingly elegant. 

He seemed buried in a profound reverie as the ad- 
vancing party approached; but presently raising his 
head, he turned on the party two eyes of a blue so re- 
markably brilliant and dazzling, that the females of the 
party could not refrain from a general exclamation of 
surprise ! 

" His eyes are of the same colour as the meteor!" 
whispered Angela to her father. 

" I can't understand it," said the doctor. 

** It's very mysterious," repeated his daughter. 

" It's very impertinent for any gentleman to come 
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at this time of night without being invited," said her 
mother. " The goose will be roasted to death!" 

The doctor was stimulated by this alarming obser- 
vation to lose no time in learning the stranger*s 
business. 

" Pray, sir, may I inquire who you are, and what 
is the object of your visit 1" 

The doctor spoke politely, for the study of the arts 
and sciei^ces softens the manners, and does not allow 
one to speak uncivilly to strangers. But the lady of 
the mansion accosted him with less ceremony: — 

" Ah! who are you, mister ? — that's what we want to 
know. And what business have you to come and dis- 
turb a Christmas party at this time of night, when 
they were just sitting down to supper ? Do you know, 
fellow, that we can put you in the stocks ?" 

It seems that the distinguished air of the unknown 
had no effect on the feelings of the doctor's wife, or, it 
might be that the mortification of having her cookery 
spoiled overpowered all other considerations. 

The major now thought it his duty to come to the 
support of the skirmishers. 

" Sir," said he, with a graceful flourish of his sword, 
" this worthy gentleman is the celebrated astronomer. 
Dr. Asterscop, and this most excellent lady, is that 
most worthy gentleman's wife; and I, sir, am the 
Baron Yon Blunderbuster^ holding a commission in 
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that honourable corps, the Burgher Guards; but it 
seems to me, sir, that you do not understand, or do 
not attend to the communication which I have the 
honour to make to you. Will you be pleased, sir, to 
favour me with a reply?" ^ 

At the conclusion of this harangue, the stranger, 
without making any answer, advanced with measured 
stride towards the party, which had the instantaneous 
effect of causing them to make a corresponding 
number of steps backwards in unison, till they were 
stopped by the wall of the house, which barred their 
farther retreat. 

The unknown placed himself before them, as they 
thus stood arranged in a line against the wall, casting 
fear into their souls with his bright blue eyes, and 
chilling their hearts with his mysterious silence. 
Even Dame Asterscop held her tongue. But partly 
with the cold, and partly with tremor, the teeth of the 
whole party chattered like an orchestra of castanets, 
— all but Angela, who felt no fear, but awaited the 
catastrophe of this strange scene with extreme curio- 
sity, not unmixed with amusement, at the novel nature 
of the proceeding. 

The strange being advanced down the line, and all 
the spectators shuddered. He stopped for a moment 
when he came to Angela, and smiled. Angela smiled 
too — ^her mother was about to raise her voice at this 
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exhibition of insolent familiarity on the part of the 
stranger, the feelings of the mother overmastering the 
awe with which the unknown had benumbed her 
tongue; when the stranger, raising up his arm, to 
the infinite alarm of the company, placed it on that of 
the doctor, and invited him by signs to come forward 
before the rest. 

The doctor, with a comical expression of counte- 
nance, obeyed; for somehow he could not resist the 
mysterious influence of the unknown, who surveyed 
the astronomer with an evident expression of curiosity. 
Perhaps it was his red worsted nightcap that attracted 
his attention. The unknown gently applying that 
which appeared like a human finger and a thumb, 
slowly drew it off, and the bald head of the doctor 
stood confessed. Without exhibiting any signs of 
surprise, the stranger passed a hand, which to Angela's 
eyes appeared singularly white and delicate, to the 
doctor's crown, and felt it inquisitively. The specta- 
tors stood breathless, the major endeavoured to hold 
his sword with a firmer grasp, the doctor s wife 
clutched her massive candlestick convulsively, the rest 
looked on with wonder ; — ^what was coming next? 

The stranger continued his exploration of the 
doctor's head, directing his fingers to every part suc- 
cessively, like a phrenologist examining a cranium. 
One thing seemed to puzzle him; on the top of the 
D 



34 THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 

doctor's pericranium there was a huge bump, contrary 
to all the known maps of phrenology. The stranger 
paused on it. Had he been aware of the existence of 
Mrs. Asterscop's basting-ladle, and of the extempore 
uses to which it was occasionally applied, he would 
have been able to solve the enigma without difficulty. 
But he was a stranger, and unacquainted, of course, 
with the manners and customs of the establishment. 

The spectators began to grow impatient; besides, it 
was very cold, and familiarity had rendered them less 
in awe of the mysterious unknown. The lady of the 
house was the first to find her tongue : — 

"What does the strange gentleman want?" said 
she; " and what is he poking about my husband's head 
for f " This was said in a deprecatory tone, as if her 
conscience gave her a twinge about the anti-phreno- 
logical bump: " why don't he speak, and not keep us 
standing in the cold all night 1 I wonder how I have 
come to put up with his impudence, for my part ! I'll 
warrant he's some mountebank come to play his tricks 
here, but he shan't play his tricks upon me. Don't be 
such a ninny," she continued, addressing her help- 
mate and brandishing her candle aloft with a threat- 
ening gesture; "why don't you give the fellow a good 
shaking f 

The fiirry unknown seemed to understand the tone, 
if he did not comprehend the meaning of the lady's 
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words; for he waved his hand, to signify that he wished 
the speaker to he silent, and then api)roadiing his own 
head to that of the doctor, he applied the tip of his 
little finger to a particular region of the doctor's bald 
pate while he rested his thumb on a eorrcHjxjiiding 
part of his own head, (which, as Angola <)1)seryed, was 
overspread with a profusion of luxuriant light hair,) 
thus forming a communication botwoon the two, to 
the infinite astonishment of the spectators, who now 
b^an to suspect that the creature was mad, and, in 
the bustle of the Christmas festivals, had escaped from 
some lunatic asylum. This supposition by no means 
tended to allay their trepidation. 

But the doctor, who was himself a profound phre- 
nologist, was aware that the stranger had applied his 
finger to the bump of languages, although he was at a 
loss to understand the object of his unusual manipu- 
lations. This was presently explained, however, by 
the stranger, who, in a melodious voice, said: — 

" Do you understand me, now that I speak to you?" 

" To be sure, we do !" cried out all the company at 
once. " You speak excellent Gennan." 

" I don't know what that language is," replied the 
stranger, " but I have a great many questions to ask; 
and firsts—" 

" First come into the house," interposed the doctor's 
wife: " we can talk better by the fire than in this 
d2 
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freezing cold. And why not go to supper ? We can 
eat and talk too, and that will make it all the 
merrier." 

" Come in," said the doctor to his brother in 
science: " I declare this cold has given me quite an 
appetite." 

"And me, too," said the soldier, sheathing his 
sword, glad at the prospect of changing it for a carving- 
knife. 

" And me, too," said the schoolmaster; " I never 
felt so hungry in my life." 

" And me, too," chimed in the apothecary; " it's 
hurtful to go so long without food, and I hav'n't eaten 
a bit since the morning !" 

The ladies of the party had already entered the 
house. The goose had been put in the oven to keep 
warm, and was only the more succulent from the 
delay. Tears came into the eyes of the guests as they 
snuffed up the smell of the gravy ! The doctor 
placed the unknown, in virtue of his quality as " the 
stranger," at the top of the table, by the side of his 
wife. 

The peculiar costume of the new guest, now fully 
revealed by the light of the candelabra that illumined 
the table, had rather a grotesque appearance, in the 
midst of the gala dresses of the rest of the company; 
but he had such a genteel air, as the schoolmaster's 
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wife remarked to the apothecary, that it compensated 
for the oddity of his apparel; although the apothe- 
cary's wife could not help whispering to the school- 
master, that the foreign gentleman looked "very 
hairy." 

The eyes of the company were turned alternately 
on the mysterious unknown, and on the smoking 
goose, that savoury bird occupying the place of honour 
on the table ; while they took a general survey, at 
the same time, of the various concomitant dishes 
with which the board was covered. 

A boar's head barbacued, stood before the master 
of the house. A turkey stuffed with sausages, occu- 
pied the space before the schoolmaster. The apothe- 
cary gazed affectionately at a partridge-pie, which 
was placed conveniently near him. A vessel, contain- 
ing the renowned pickled cabbage of the establish- 
ment, appeared in the middle of the table ; and 
various long-necked and pot-bellied glass bottles, and 
bright silver flagons containing wines and ales, filled 
the spare places between the dishes. 

And now all the faces of the company began to 
relax at the sight of the good cheer before them, and 
general smiles succeeded to the wonder and anxiety 
which had dismayed the party but a little while 
before. The hostess had already plunged her knife 
into the bosom of the goose ; the apothecary had 
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drawn the partridge-pie a little closer to him ; the 
schoolmaster eyed the stuffed turkey enthusiastically ; 
and the doctor, with a flourish of his knife, was about 
to commence an onslaught on the barbacued boar's 
head, when the company was startled, and the opera- 
tions of the attacking and carving parties were sus- 
pended, by a most extraordinary question asked by 
the mysterious stranger. 

But it will be better to introduce the stranger's 
question in a new chapter. 



CHAPTEK VI. 



HOW TO MAKE GOLD. 



" Pray," said the stranger, with the easiest air in the 
world, " where am 1 1" 

" Where are you !" said the doctor ; " why, in my 
house — ^in Mindethal — ^in Bavaria." 

" And where," inquired the stranger, " is Bavaria ?" 

" Where is Bavaria ! why in Germany," said the 
doctor's wife ; " where should it be else 1" 

" That's not what I mean," replied the stranger ; 
" I want to know what planet this is called 1" 

" What^lanet !" exclaimed the schoolmaster ; " how 
do you mean, what planet T 

" My meaning is very simple," rejoined the stranger; 
** I wish you to have the goodness to inform me by 
what name this planet is knowu by you who inhabit 
it. I am aware that it is one of those which form 
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part of the solar system ; but, as a traveller, I should 
like to know the name of the place where one happens 
to be." 

There was a general pause, and the company ex- 
changed looks with one another. The man, they 
thought, must certainly be mad ! — what an odd ques- 
tion to ask ! the name of the " Planet !" — The school- 
master was the first to break silence. He was rather 
pompous in his speech, and piqued himself on his 
choice of words and the grammatical accuracy of his 
diction. He delivered himself with becoming slowness 
and gravity accordingly : — 

" I can hardly suppose, sir, that you are serious in 
such an unusual — I may say, very unusual question; 
but from respect to your character as a stranger, and 
in order that you may have no cause to complain of 
want of courtesy on the part of this respectable com- 
pany, I will take upon myself to reply to your inquiry. 
The name of this planet, sir, is, as it is called by the 
learned, that is, by me and others, ' Terra.' " 

it i Terra,' " repeated the stranger. 

" Yes, sir; 'Terra;' and by the vulgar, that is, the 
unlearned and the common people^ it is known by the 
name of the ' Earth.' " 

"The ' Earth,'" repeated the stranger. 

" And now that my excellent friend Mr. Bodom- 
brutch ^" 
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" Bodombrutch!" repeated the stranger. 

"That is our respected schoolmaster," continued 
the doctor, " has answered your inquiry, which I must 
say is an extraordinary one, may we make so bold as 
to ask you to favour us with your own name V 

" And where you come from," added the doctor's 
wife, eagerly. 

"My name," replied the stranger, without hesita- 
tion, « is ' Zo6.' " 

"Joey?" said the apothecary, looking at the par- 
tridge pie. 

" No, sir, not * Joey', but *Zo4'" 

" That's a Greek word," said the schoolmaster. 

" But do you only have one name 1" said the doctor's 
wife; " here we have two." 

" * Zo6,' " replied the stranger, " is the characteristic 
name which we all bear; my distinctive one is ' Zarah,' 
which means in your language, ' The Constant.' " 

(Angela was secretly pleased to hear of this dis- 
tinctive appellation.) 

" But you have not told us where you come from," 
said the doctor's wife. 

" I come," replied the stranger, " from one of the 
most distant planets in our system. 

The company again stared at each other with ex- 
treme astonishment; and the doctor, who had been 
about to make a slash at the boar's head, again bus- 
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pended his knife midway, as the stranger gave utter- 
ance to this astounding communication. 

" You seem surprised," resumed the stranger; " but 
what I state to you is a fact; I came straight from it, 
and made no stoppage by the way." 

" How did you come ?" asked the doctor's wife, 
who was inclined to treat the hairy gentleman's commu- 
nication as a Christmas joke : — " Not by an omnibus f 

"You did not bring your carpet-bag with you," 
added the major, following the cue of the hostess, and 
glancing at the stranger's suit of skins. 

" I am not accustomed to carry a carpet-bag," said 
the stranger with much dignity; " and as to omnibuses, 
if I rightly comprehend the sort of conveyance you 
mean, they have not been set up in our planet ; but 
we have facilities of locomotion on our globe which 
may not exist, perhaps, among the inhabitants of 
this." 

" There is no railway 1" asked the schoolmaster. 

" Not at present," replied the stranger. 

" There was a scheme for making one to the moon," 
continued the schoolmaster, " which was very strongly 
supported last year. I thought, perhaps, by this time 
there might have been a continuation line, as there 
generally is, as I have observed, as soon as the shares 
of the first are taken." 

^^And bow Jong, sir," said the major, " if I may 
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be permitted to ask the question, have you been on 
the road 1" 

"Exactly four hours, twenty-one minutes and 
nineteen seconds, counting by your time," replied the 
stranger. 

" Why," said the doctor, consulting a pocket alma- 
nack, "that's precisely the time which Professor 
Gruithuisen says light requires to reach us from the 
new planet." 

" Probably," replied the stranger; " and it is at that 
rate that we ordinarily travel when we are pressed for 
time, as I was in coming here, for it is rather a long 
journey." 

" A long journey !" said the doctor's wife, quite be- 
wildered, and uncertain whether the stranger was or 
was not practising on their credulity; " and how far 

is itr 

" Computing by your measures," replied the 
stranger, bowing with much grace to the hostess, 
" we reckon that we are about 744 millions of miles 
from the sun, and as your planet which you call 
' Terra' " 

"Stay a moment," said the doctor; "let me see: 
744 millions of miles, did you say? that is precisely 
Le Verrier's calculation. It must be the same. 
Permit me to ask one more question; — what do yon 
make the diameter of your planet T' 
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" About nine thousand, seven hundred, and thirty- 
nine of your miles," replied the planetarian. 

" No doubt of it !" exclaimed the doctor. " It's 
the diameter that Le Verrier calculates exactly. You 
come from the new planet !" 

" I don't know why you call it new," replied the 
other; " for our own parts, we are rather inclined to 
consider it as very old." 

" It is new to us, I mean," explained the doctor; 
" it was discovered only a little while ago." 

" Indeed 1" said the planetarian. 

" But there's one thing," said the doctor's wife, who, 
like the rest of the company, continued to be incre- 
dulous, — " you will excuse me, sir, for not understand- 
ing your ways — ^but, pray, how did you contrive to 
come all that long distance that you speak of in 
little more than four hours ?" 

" It is the simplest thing in the world," replied the 
planetarian; " we move in our place by the powers of 
attraction and repulsion." 

" By the powers of attraction and repulsion ! What's 
the meaning of that?" 

"Have you magnets in this planet?" asked the 
stranger. 

" We can make them," replied the schoolmaster. 

" And don't you use them to travel with ?" 

" We don't use them at all, except to play with; 
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but we find the magnetic needle very useful in tra- 
versing our seas. Indeed, I don't know how we should 
do without it." 

" Your magnets have a north and south pole, then, 
like ours," resumed the planetarian ; " only, as it 
seems from your description, they are not of the same 
strength. Now, our magnets are so powerful, that 
when the poles are set free, they fly with irresistible 
force to or from the north or south pole of the solar 
system, and carry with them any weight proportioned 
to their size, which may be attached to them. Thus 
you see, with a magnet in our hands, we are enabled 
not only to traverse our own world, but to travel from 
planet to planet. I confess, however, that the journey 
is very unusual with us, from a sort of dread of its 
danger and uncertainty. No one but myself, for 
example, has attempted the journey to this globe for 
many thousand years." 

"And pray, sir," said the doctor, very seriously, 
" what was the motive that induced you to make the 
hazardous experiment ?" 

" I will tell you," replied the inhabitant of the new 
planet. 

"Will you first tell us," said the major, "how 
it is that you, who have never been in this country 
before, speak German like a native?" The major 
said this in a firm tone of voice, and rapped his knife 
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decisively on the table; — ^he thought he had made a 
hit, and as he whispered to the schoolmaster, " had 
the stranger on the hip." 

" We have no difficulty in speaking languages in our 
world," replied the stranger: " words, as our philoso- 
phers say, are merely the signs of ideas." 

" We say the same here," said the schoolmaster. 

"Then, perhaps, you have the same method of 
transfusing a language from one head to another as 
with us," continued the stranger. " I found the 
bump of languages very prominent on the head of the 
gentleman sitting behind that monstrous head of some 
creature with the large knife in his hand, and I there- 
fore transferred all that was in his head into mine. 
Nothing, as it seems to me, can be more simple than 
this process." 

" It must be a sort of mesmerism," said the school- 
master; " but I confess it passes my understanding 1 
I would give a thousand, ay, a hundred thousand 
gold ducats for such a gift — ^that is to say, if I had 
them." 

" What are gold ducats 1" asked the stranger. 

" Bless me !" exclaimed the doctor's wife, " don't 
you know what a gold ducat is ? Where do you come 
from 1 Have you no gold in your country V* 

" I have never seen it, to my knowledge," replied 
the stranger; " but I dare say things are very differ- 



THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 47 

ent in this planet to what they are with us. Nature, 
as our philosophers say, delights in an uniformity of 
the whole and iu a variety of the parts." 

" But as to this question of gold and of ducats," 
interrupted the major, who had been eyeing the 
stranger disdainfully for some time; " do you mean to 
say, sir, that you have never seen anything like that 
before ?" — (chucking a ducat down on the table.) 

" Oh! this is what you call gold ]" said the stranger. 

" To be sure it is, and I wish I had a million of 
them." 

" How do you make it ?" asked the stranger. 

" We don't make it," said the schoolmaster; " we 
dig it with vast labour out of the bowels of the earth, 
and that is one reason of its great value." 

" If it is of so great value as you say," replied the 
planetarian, " I am surprised that you do not make it 
from other metals by the process of transmutation." 

" You don't mean to say that you can transmute 
metals ]" said the apothecary. " It is what we have 
been trying to do for thousands of years." 

" It is very easy," returned the planetarian. 

" I should like to see you do it," said the apothe- 
cary. 

" I will show you how it is done, with pleasure," 
said the stranger. 

All pricked up their ears at this offer. The minds 
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of the company had been kept in a state of bewilder- 
ment by the extraordinary questions and replies of the 
new comer; and their opinions had fluctuated first 
one way, then another. At one moment they were 
inclined to think him a superior and mysterious being 
from a distant world, and at another an impostor. 
But here was something practical to judge him by. 
If he could make gold, he must, without question, 
possess properties of a wonderful nature, wherever he 
might come from; for all but the doctor, who was an 
enthusiast, looked upon the story of his magnet, and 
his coming from the new planet, as a fudge. They 
bent their attention, therefore, to the operation of 
transmuting common metals into gold, with undis- 
guised interest. They even forgot the supper which 
they had longed to eat, and the dishes which were 
getting cold, in their absorbing curiosity to behold so 
marvellous a feat. 

The schoolmaster, having by great good luck a few 
copper coins in his pocket, handed them over to the 
boasting stranger. 

The planetarian arranged them before him so that 
the edge of each touched the one next to it, and 
placing a small bar of a violet metal, round which 
was a coil of pink wire, which he produced from a 
recess of his hairy garment, he connected the whole 
with his hands so as to form a sort of galvanic 
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dbrcuit, and in a few minutes, to the astonishment of 
the spectators, the copper coins first assumed a white 
colour, then a red, and lastly became yellow. 

" Try them," said the planetarian, " and see if they 
are not good gold ?" 

The schoolmaster took them, sounded them, weighed 
them on the end of his finger, and finally bit them. 
They had all the appearance of being changed into 
gold ! They passed successively into the hands of all 
the company, who examined them with silent wonder, 
and regarded one another with looks which expressed 
their extreme astonishment. But the major was still 
incredulous. He regarded the transmuter of metals 
as a conjurer who had performed a clever trick, though 
he was at a loss to understand how it was done. 

The planetarian observed the surprise of the com- 
pany, and could not avoid noticing the evident satis- 
faction of the schoolmaster in having his copper coins 
turned into gold. Wishing to make himself popular 
in the new society in which he found himself, he 
ofiered to perform the same operation again, which 
was readily assented to by all the spectators. Every 
pocket was searched for odd halfpence, which the 
planetarian turned into gold as fast as they offered 
them. Even the cook-maid was called in to contri- 
bute all her hoards of copper to the general trans- 
mutation. Her extravagant expressions of thanks 
E 



50 THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 

and admiration amused the planetarian exceedingly, 
who was ignorant of the importance attached by the 
inhabitants of the planet " Terra" to the possession of 
gold, the uses of which he was unacquainted with; 
but his good nature on this occasion had most impor- 
tant consequences, as will be seen in the course of 
this eventful history. The cook-maid had a sweet- 
heart, as what cook-maid has not ] especially if she has 
a good larder at her command; and this sweetheart 
was avaricious ; but we must not anticipate. 

The suspicious feelings of the incredulous part of 
the company, for the doctor believed everything with 
the most amiable simplicity, were now changed to sub- 
missive and deferential respect. A person who could 
make gold was invested with power over the inhabit- 
ants of the earth, and could command at pleasure all 
that the earth could afford, and the services of almost 
all its creatures. They now began to regard the 
stranger as a sort of prince, or rather as one greater 
than princes. But the story of the new planet, still, 
was rather hard to swallow. To be sure, the stranger 
had exhibited his superior powers in an unquestionable 
manner by his transmutation of copper into gold. It 
was possible, however, that he had made some extra- 
ordinary discovery in chemistry, which might be the 
case, without going to the length of believing that he 
had actually come from the new planet. The doctor's 



THE TBIUMPH OF WOMAN. 51 

wife was doubtful j the major puzzled; the school- 
master posed; the apothecary tried to account for it, 
and couldn't; their wives didn't know what to think; 
only the doctor believed heartily and implicitly all that 
was told to him. 

As for Angela, she had been, during these proceed- 
ings, in a delicious state of wonder. The stranger, of 
whatever planet he was a native, was unquestionably 
very handsome; and his blue eyes were of a most 
touching softness; and when he turned them on her, 
which he seemed to do by preference, they grew more 
brilliant, and occasionally almost dazzling ! Here was 
mystery ! enchantment ! wonders ! all at once. She 
felt an emotion when the stranger rested his eyes on 
her, for which she could not account; and she fell into 
a misty, waking dream, in which ideas of attraction, 
and elective affinity, and chemical equivalents, arose 
vaguely in her imagination. These thoughts, however, 
were strangely disturbed by an answer given by the 
mysterious unknown to a question asked by the doctor. 

"You have not told us," said the doctor to his 
strange guest, " what it was that caused you to under- 
take your present journey to our planet. I think you 
said, that you are the first who has ventured on the 
transit for some thousand years 1" 

" I will tell you with pleasure," replied the planet- 
arian, " but I fear my explanation may prove tedious, 
e2 
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for although the question is a short one, it involves 
rather a long answer." 

" Not at all," said the company, simultaneously; 
" on the contrary, we are longing to hear it." 

" Could we not eat our supper at the same time V 
the apothecary ventured to suggest. " Truly this is 
an odd Christmas feast, for no one as yet has eaten a 
bit, and I have had nothing since the morning." 

This proposition accorded too well with the wishes 
of the majority of the company, not to be responded 
to with alacrity. The hostess began to carve the 
goose, the captain began to cut the ham, the school- 
master began to dissect the turkey, the apothecary 
drove his knife into the crust of the partridge-pie, and 
the doctor made a huge gash in the boar's cheek. 
Every one was employed in carving, or in eating and 
drinking. They had no time to observe whether the 
stranger ate or not. For a brief space it was every 
one for himself, for the guests were famished with 
their long fast, and the tantalizing odours of the meats 
had generated an appetite among the company which 
was absolutely ravenous. 

After the first hunger was appeased, however, the 
curiosity of the company was revived, and during a 
pause in the general transmutation of eatables and 
drinkables, the question to the stranger was renewed, 
when he answered in the following terms: — 
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*' It is some thousand years," began the stranger, 
" since an inhabitant of our planet has visited your 
globe, for reasons which will appear presently ; and 
the journey has been discouraged by our elders. But 
I must confess to you, that, although we possess in 
our abode all that is necessary for the happiness of 
its occupants, I felt, I do not know why, a void in 
my existence, which there was nothing in our world 
to satisfy." 

Angela, whose eyes had been cast down when the 
stranger commenced his explanation, raised them up 
at these words ; but encountering the gaze of the 
celestial traveller, she suddenly cast them down again, 
and began to examine the pattern of the tablecloth with 
great attention. 
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The stranger continued : — 

" The whole of our time is passed in the acquisition 
of knowledge, which is our delight, and in the con- 
templation of the wonders of nature ; but with all 
this, I could not help feeling that it was very dull." 

" Have you houses, and servants, and carriages, and 
horses V asked the hostess. 

"We have something similar to your houses, of 
which, I presmne, the one I am in is a specimen," 
replied the planetarian ; " but we have not carriages 
nor horses, because we do not require them, as we 
have the means of transporting ourselves from place 
to place by the powers of magnetism." 

" You take your wives with you, of course ? " said 
the schoolmaster's wife, for the first time venturing 
on an observation. 

" Wives ! madam, what are they ] " asked the in- 
habitant of the planet. 

" What a question ! " said the hostess. " But I 
presume, sir, you are not a married man ?" 

Angela listened for the answer to this question of 
her mother's, with a strange anxiety. 

" I don't know," said the stranger, " that I per- 
fectly comprehend the meaning of the state which 
you allude to ; pray, what do you mean by a wife Y* 

The doctor's wife stared ! All the company stared ! 
Their suspicions began to revive, that the propoimder 
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of such a question could not be in possession of his 
wits ! or that he was playing with them — a liberty 
provocative of censure, on so serious a subject ! 

"The women, in these parts at least," said the 
major, with an air of gallantry, and giving a general 
bow to the ladies of the party, "will be rather 
displeased with you, for asking such a question as 
that ?" 

" Women ! " repeated the inhabitant of the planet, 
" we have no women in our world." 

" No women in your world !" said the doctor's 
wife, in amazement. 

" No women !" repeated the apothecary's wife ; 
" who mends your stockings V* 

" No women !" re-echoed the schoolmaster's wife ; 
" no wonder you are dull !" 

" No women !" sighed the doctor — " and no wives ! 
oh ! how I should like to go there !" 

" Sir," said the apothecary, " what you state is too 
extraordinary — that is, almost too extraordinary to be 
believed !" 

"It is the fact," said the planetarian, "never- 
theless." 

" Do you positively mean to aver," persisted the 
schoolmaster, " that no woman has ever existed in 
the country that you come from ?" 

"There is a tradition," replied the planetarian. 
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" that, some thousands of years ago, there did exist a 
woman on our globe, and that she came from your 
earth ; but she occasioned so much disturbance, and 
did so much mischief, that by a solemn law of our 
philosophers, no second one was allowed to come 
among us. And it was decreed, that if any one 
should dare, at any future time, to attempt the re- 
introduction of the source of so many ills into our 
world, he should be deprived of all the privileges of 
his birth, and that his talisman should be destroyed. 
And the force of this decree was made, by the pecu- 
liar privileges which our legislators possessed, so 
binding on our natures, that, by a wise foresight, it 
was to take effect on the natives of our globe even in 
the most distant space, should the spirit of adventure 
at any time lead us to seek for variety in other 
worlds, and expose us to the hazard of meeting with 
any resemblance to the creature of whose fatal influ- 
ence our first sages had so great a dread." 

" What fools your philosophers must have been !" 
ejaculated the apothecary's wife. 

" That is precisely what our philosophers say the 
women make them in your world," replied the planet- 
arian. 

" But how do you keep up your population ?" asked 
the apothecary. 

" By magnetism," replied the planetarian. 
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The apothecary exchanged looks with the school- 
master. The same thought occurred to both. It 
was time to put this strange boaster to the proof. 
His power of transmuting gold, it was true, was a 
puzzling circumstance ; but as to his vapourings about 
his transit from the new planet, and the locomotive 
powers of his magnet, they looked upon that as 
imaginative — ^to give it the mildest designation. The 
schoolmaster gave a nod to the apothecary to signify 
that he understood the meaning of his look, and was 
resolved to satisfy their doubts, and to bring the asser- 
tions of the assumed inhabitant of the new planet to 
the test. He conmienced accordingly : — 

" May we be allowed* to inquire, sir, whether it is 
at all difficult or troublesome to you to put in exercise 
the wonderful locomotive power of the magnet which 
you have talked of? Probably you have it about 
you ?" This question was thus put cunningly by the 
schoolmaster, to entice the boaster into a trap. 

"We should like amazingly to see it," said the 
schoolmaster's wife. 

" It is here," said the planetarian, producing the 
same bar of metal which he had made use of in the 
transmutation of metals ; " and there is no difficulty 
in putting its powers in action. It is done partly by 
the powers of the will, and partly by the aid of the 
condensed magnetic fluid contained in this little bar. . 
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I will give you a specimen of its virtue, if you desire 
it, on the spot." 

The company, with one accord, entreated the planet- 
arian to have the complaisance to exhibit to them the 
marvellous powers of his magnet : " not that they 
had the slightest doubt," as the apothecary politely 
explained, " of any of the facts which the gentleman 
had done them the honour to relate to them ; but the 
actual sight of such a wonderful mode of self-trans- 
portation could not fail to be highly entertaining to 
the ladies, and was particularly appropriate to the 
festivities of a Christmas night." 

This was said by the apothecary, who had the repu- 
tation of being a very astute person, with a very spite- 
ful meaning, although clothed in words of studied 
politeness; but he had no doubt that the attempt on 
the part of the stranger — ^that is, if he had the impu- 
dence to pretend to effect it — ^would end in a signal 
failure. 

The rest of the company were divided in opinion; 
but all were desirous to see the experiment made. 
The planetarian offered to make an aerial flight that 
very night; but the ladies looked out through the 
frosted glass, and suggested that it would be better 
performed by daylight. The major, also, whose opinion 
was authoritative in the circle in which he did the 
company the honour to move, was loth to leave good 
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wine and a warm room for all the conjurer's tricks 
out of doors that were ever exhibited. The apothe- 
cary, too, found the Ehenish to his liking; and the 
schoolmaster observed, very sapiently, that " what the 
gentleman could do to-night, he could do also to- 
morrow;" adding, that " it was much easier to see by 
day than by night, especially when the night is dark," 
— an observation which was acquiesced in without con- 
tradiction by the whole of the company. 

The major, however, who considered that the duty 
of unmasking the impostor peculiarly devolved on 
him, as the only martial man of the party, and whose 
suspicions had been revived by the indifference of the 
stranger as to whether he performed the experiment 
or not, was not of a mind to let him escape so easily. 
He had kept his eye on him in a very fixed manner, 
during the whole of the time; and he had remarked 
to the schoolmaster, in a very decided whisper, that 
" as to the story of flying in the air, no one with any 
sense in his head could regard it otherwise than 
* gammon;' and that the only feat that he expected 
the fellow to perform, was to vanish from their view 
altogether; or, in plain language, that the impostor 
would ' bolt,' and leave them to laugh at one another." 

It seemed that the stranger either overheard the 
words, or detected something in the major's manner 
and accent that displeased him; for his eyes, when the 
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major turned to look at him agaiu, suddenly exhibited 
a brightness so piercing, that they seemed to shoot 
forth actual sparks of fire, and the air of the mys- 
terious being at the same time was so majestic and 
imposing, that it was impossible to behold him with- 
out a feeling of mingled awe and fear! 

The major shrunk back as if he had received a 
volley of musketry; the schoolmaster was troubled; 
the apothecary reflected profoundly on the laws of 
attraction and repulsion, on gravity, and on the theory 
of projectiles in general; the doctor speculated on the 
extraordinary astronomical discoveries which might 
result from the use of such a wonderful instrument as 
the planetarian's magnet; the doctor's wife held her 
peace, which was the strongest sign possible of the 
excess of her astonishment and perturbation; and 
Angela was lost in amazement at the wonders she 
beheld, and thought much of the extraordinary cir- 
cumstance of there being no women in the stranger's 
country, pondering also on the remarkable confession 
of the stranger in respect to the void which he had 
felt in the midst of all the intellectual enjoyments of 
his own world; while she could not help reflecting, 
with an uneasy sensation, that the same power of 
locomotion which had brought him so rapidly to the 
earth, could also as suddenly convey him away again. 
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In short, Angela did not know exactly what were her 
feelings. 

Thus absorbed in their various thoughts, and in- 
spired with a sort of creeping fear towards the possible 
visitor from another world, the party remained for 
some time in silence at the board. But as the stranger 
quickly reassumed his mild and amiable manner, the 
major and the rest plucked up courage to pay their 
attentions to a capacious bowl of punch, which now 
was brewed by the apothecary in a superior manner; 
and they continued to drink and smoke till a latf hour 
of the night, or rather till an early hour in the morn- 
ing. But the stranger now exhibited unmistakable 
signs of weariness, and no wonder, as, by his own 
account at least, he had travelled 744 millions of 
miles without stopping, the day before. 

In answer to some questions judicially put by the 
schoolmaster, it was ascertained that the inhabitants 
of the new planet had their regular hours of sleep, 
and it was proposed, therefore, that the party, for the 
present, should break up, to assemble again in the 
morning to discuss the events of the night, and to 
witness the promised exhibition. This proposal was 
willingly acceded to by the planetarian, who, having 
been shown into a bedroom, and instructed in the way 
of getting into bed by his host, laid down to rest, 
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and, as the doctor reported to his wife, quickly fell 



Silence now reigned in the doctor's dwelling, and 
all its inmates were buried in profound repose ; all 
save two — ^the cook-maid and her sweetheart. Stimu- 
lated alike by the thirst for beer and the thirst for 
gold, these two remained awake ; and while their 
victim slept, they plotted together how to obtain pos- 
session of the wonderful talisman by which, as the 
cook-maid revealed, gold crowns and ducats could be 
made out of old halfpence as fast as you could put 
them in your pocket ! 

The result of their machinations, and how they 
affected the destiny of Angela and the planetarian, 
will be related in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER VIIL 



A CATASTROPHE. 



" Give me another drink of beer," said Carl Dedden- 
dronk to Katrine Podsgreeze. The amatory swain 
on this occasion, was the ostler at a neighbouring 
public-house ; and he was pajdng a furtive visit to his 
sweetheart, the cook-maid, after the family had gone 
to bed ; a satellitical aberration not unusual even in 
the systems of the best regulated houses. 

" Give me another drink of beer ! Isn't there so 
much as a cupful of wine left in the flagon ?" 

" The major," replied his true-love, "has drunk it 
up every drop ; he seldom leaves anything at the 
bottom of a wine-flask, does that major." 

" It's a shame," said her companion ; " the gentle- 
folks seldom give any thought to us poor servitors, 
who like a" cup of drink as well as they. And this 
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gold that you talk of, Katrine 1 Do you say that the 
strange gentleman made it ? That would be a thing 
to talk of in all Grermany !" 

" He made it," replied Katrine, " for I saw it." 

" I'm thinking it's only a conjuring trick," said 
Carl. " But if he be a gentleman, and can make 
money, he ought to give some of it away to us poor 
folks. Where does he come from 1" 

" Goodness only knows, but I heard 'em talking 
that he had come from one of the stars." 

" My stars ! that's a thumper, at any rate ! But no 
odds where he comes from, if he can make golden 
money out of copper. But how does he do it ? 
that's the trick I want to know 1" 

" I saw him make it," repeated Katrine. " First 
he put all the halfpence in a row, and then he took 
out something that looked like a spike-nail, only 
brighter — I heard the schoolmaster call it a * talis- 
man ;' — ^and then he twiddled 'em about with his 
fingers, and they all changed into gold in a twink- 
ling !" 

" It's gammon, Katrine, depend upon it. He has 
only done it to amuse the gentlefolks. Why, your 
master, the doctor, is so soft he'd believe anything 
anybody said to him, if they told him the moon was 
made of green cheese." 

" And how do you know what the moon's made 



THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 65 

off rejoined Katrine ; "you should leave that sort 
of learning to your betters, Cari. I'm sure, for my 
part, when the moon shines all so bright as if it had 
been fresh scoured, it makes me quite melancholy- 
like ; and I love to walk in the kitchen-garden, and 
look at the cabbages. Heigh-ho ! this love makes 
fools of us all, Carl, gentle and simple ! But I think 
you've been very cruel to me of late, Cari : — ^what is 
it that makes you take on so with that slut at the 
Blue Boar ? You don't deserve such a tender heart 
as mine ! I dare say you're thinking of her now, 
and that's why you're so cold to me !" 

" I'm thinking of that chap and the gold," replied 
Carl ; " but as to that gal at the Blue Boar, she's no 
more to be compared to you ! she isn't half the size !" 

"Oh, Cari '.don't 1" 

" But I say, Katrine, didn't you say, that the 
stranger sleeping up there, turned some of your 
copper money into gold? Seeing's believing, lass. 
If you sipeak true, you can show them to me ; come, 
lass, give me a kiss. Where did< you put them V* 

Katrine, in spite of her predilection for her sweet- 
heart, had some misgivings as to the prudence of 
trusting him with the sight of her golden treasure ; 
but his praise of her comeliness, and of her superior 
charms to her rival at the Blue Boar ; and, above aH, 
the very affectionate kiss so opportunely administered^ 
F 



66 THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 

overcame her habitual scruples on that point, and 
inserting an immense red hand into an excessively 
dirty pocket, she fumbled for a brief space, and 
extracted a large coin of yellow metal. 

Carl's eyes glistened. 

" Only this one V said he. " It's a conjuror's 
trick, depend on it ; and this is no more gold than 
yon brass warming-pan." 

^* But he made them all so," said Katrine, un- 
guardedly. 

" Then you have more of them 1" said Carl. 

" To be sure I have ; see," said she, making another 
search into her pocket ; " here are five fenings, two 
cruitzers, three grosh, and a batzen ; and if you look, 
you'll see that they've got their own stamp still — only 
they're all changed into gold." 

** It's all a sham, Elatrine ; that's my opinion. 
But I'll tell you what I'll do. I'm going to the town 
to-morrow, and I'll take them to the goldsmith's, and 
ask him to give me gold ducats and silver rix-dollars 
for them, and then you'll be sure Katrine — my 
darling l" 

" And you'll give them back to me 1" 

" Give them back to you ! Blatrine. Who am I ? 
am I not Carl Deddendronk, your own sweetheart? — 
iftid do you ask me if I shall give them back to you ! 
Bo you think there is no true-love left in the world f' 
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With this, he gave her another kiss on her red, plump 
cheek, closer and longer than the last. Katrine 
breathed a prodigious sigh, and Carl slipped the coins 
into his pocket. 

But the love of money increases, as the Latin 
Grammar poetically expresses it, with the acquisition 
of it. Carl no sooner felt the coins weighing down 
his pocket, that he longed for more. He had no 
doubt of their being gold ; their colour, their feel, and 
their weight convinced him that they were the real 
metal, by whatever means, conjuring or diabolical, 
they had been made sa He began to hanker for 
the precious talisman by which gold might be made 
at pleasure. 

" In which room does the stranger gentleman 
sleep 1" he asked. 

"In the great blue room, that all the strangers 
sleep in that come to see master's telescope." 

" No bars to the windows 1" 

" None," answered Katrine ; " but why do you 
ask? YouVe never thinking of breaking into the 
strange gentleman's room !" 

" It wouldn't be breaking in," said Carl ; " it's only 
opening a window." 

"And what then r 

" What then 1 Why ! wouldn't it be a nice thing 
for you and me, Katrine, to set up in a nice housft ^1 
f2 
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our own ; and me be made a baron, pVhaps ; and 
you, a baroness — ^there's many a baroness not so heavy 
as you by ten stone at least." 

" Me, a baroness, Carl?" 

" To be sure ; all covered with diamonds, and 
pearls, and rubies, and gold chains ! Would that be 
nothing?" 

" Carl, how could that be 1" 

" Very easily. If the strange gentleman can make 
gold with his talisman, as the schoolmaster called it, 
why, we could make it too, couldn't we ?" And when 
we could make gold, we could be anything — ^barons, 
princes, kings, and queens ! 

The imagination of the cook-maid became dazzled 
with the glorious visions which her sweetheart had 
conjured up. Her virtue began to melt away like the 
kitchen-fat in her own grease-pot over a quick fire. 
Carl saw the effect which his insinuations had pro- 
duced. He plied her with more arguments; and at 
last obtained her consent, if not to aid him, at least 
not to obstruct him in his enterprise. 

He looked about him for tools. There was a short 
ladder in the wash-house; that would do to reach the 
window by; he put the end of a candle into a horn 
lantern, lest he should want a light to find the 
" talisman." He was aware of the danger to which 
carrying a light exposed him; but it was indis- 
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pensable, and he designed to conceal it under his 
smock-frock. 

" Now, I am ready," said he. " Do you, Katrine, 
keep watch, and above all, don't screech. What sort 
of a man is the stranger gentleman? Is he a big 
chapr 

" Lor, Cari ! I don't know if he be a man at all ; but 
he's all hairy all over." 

" Hairy ! What, body and all r 

" As hairy as a badger. I heard the apothecary's 
wife say to missus that she did believe he was the 
great Bear come down from the Consternations !" 

Carl paused at this information : — 

" He's a sort of monster, theni" said he. 

"Not a monster at all, but the sweetest young 
gentleman to look at as ever eyes beheld. Miss 
Angela did nothing but look at him all the while he 
sat at supper: and his eyes! Oh, such eyes! — ^they 
look through you like a sunbeam through the hole of 
a shutter ! But Lord's sake, Carl, take care ! he might 
turn on you, and do you a mischief! Better bide 
quiet, and not run the risk !" 

" Katrine, reach me that pitchfork from the comer." 

" Not I, indeed ! I'll have nothing to do with such 
doings. If you want it, get it yourself. But I don't 
like the idea of a pitchfork in the matter, Carl, and 
that's the truth." 
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" It's only to defend myself. There; that will do; 
you needn't hug me any more. Wait till I've done 
the job, and then we will enjoy ourselves together for 
the rest of our lives. Think of that, Katrine !" 

Stealthily, and with all the caution with which he 
was wont to steal the oats from under the noses of 
the horses that baited at his landlord's inn, the ostler 
slunk out of the house, his lantern concealed beneath 
his frock and his pitchfork in his hand. He placed 
the ladder silently against the wall, pushed open the 
window, which was not fastened, and peeped into the 
chamber. 

All was still. Drawing up one leg after the other, 
and carefully shrouding his lantern under his frock, he 
entered within, and listened: he heard no sound save 
the slight breatiiing of the sleeper. Congratulating 
himself that there was no one near to observe him, 
he cast a cautious survey by the guarded light of 
his lantern round the place. On the dressing-table, 
to his excessive joy, he observed a small bar of 
an odd-looking metal, and of the dimensions de- 
scribed by Katrine, except that instead of being 
pointed like a nail, it was of the same bluntness at 
either end. He advanced his hand to seize it ; but 
at this point an unsuspected witness of his knavery, 
who had watched him in breathless suspense, gave 
the alarm. 



THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 71 

The doctor's wife, with her imagination heated by 
the wonders of the night, and not being able to rouse 
her husband, who snored soundly, to participate in 
her speculations, had risen from her bed, and had 
approached the stranger's door, to find out what so 
strange a being might be employing' himself about at 
night. 

As may be imagined, she was but scantily clad, 
and the frost of the night would have driven her back 
from her midnight spying, had not the curiosity, so 
strong in female bosoms, warmed her in her purpose. 
Applying her ear to the keyhole, she listened eagerly; 
but she could hear nothing : she then had recourse to 
her eye, but all within was darkness and silence. But 
as she looked, she saw in the obscurity, the casement 
open ; then a man's head appeared ; then the man 
himself stole into the chamber ! 

What was the meaning of all this 1 Was the sup- 
posed inhabitant of the star a robber in disguise, and 
was this a confederate 1 Her limbs began to shake, 
and her teeth to chatter with fear ! 

The man reached his arm to the table ; and it was 
at that moment, that, by the light of the lantern, she 
beheld the pitchfork ! 

At the sight of that terrible weapon, she could 
restrain herself no longer ! She uttered a shriek so 
shrill and piercing, that it might have been heard at 
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the town church, distant about a mile. This shriek 
was followed by another, and another, as if all the 
demons of the lower regions had got hold of her, and 
were bearing her away to the bottomless pit ! 

The doctor started up in dismay; Angela awoke 
in terror; the cook-maid heard it but too plainly, 
and trembled in every limb — she fell on her knees in 
a comer, and was found paralysed with fear, and 
begging the hairy monster not to devour her ! 

The inhabitant of the planet was awake in an 
instant, and by the light of his luminous eyes saw 
the petty larceny which was in the act of perpe- 
tration. Carl was almost bewildered by the screams; 
but he had already seized the prize, and he rushed to 
the window to make his escape. In his haste, he 
overturned the ladder, and so his retreat was cut off 
that way. In his desperation, he sprung to the bed- 
room door, and tried, to rush out. But at that 
critical point of time, the doctor, who had come to the 
succour of his wife, turned round with her to run 
away, and the protruding pitchfork, which the burglar 
projected like a pike to clear the way before him, 
encountering the doctor's tenderest parts behind, 
caused him to send forth a roar louder than all the 
bellowing of all the bulls in the district ; while his wife, 
more terrified than ever by the appalling nature of 
her husband's outburst of feeling, squeezed out fresh 
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screams with re-excited vigour, and made the whole 
building re-echo with her cries. 

The depredator now stood at bay, not knowing 
which way to turn; the conjugal pair keeping up the 
most horrid din on one side, and the hairy monster 
confronting him with his terrible eyes on the other. 
But determined not to relinquish his prize without a 
struggle, and trusting to his pitchfork, which had 
already produced so decisive an effect on one division 
of the enemy, he grasped the talisman more tightly ; 
when accidentally performing some manipulation on 
the magnet which excited its locomotive virtue, he 
suddenly found himself whisked from the floor by an 
irresistible power, and carried out through the window. 
He uttered a cry of terror as he made his imaccount- 
able exit, and rushing through the air like a sky- 
rocket, was quickly out of sight. 

At this terrible catastrophe, the native of the new 
planet stood for a while as if stricken with a thunder- 
bolt. His power of aerial flight was gone. Cut off from 
his own world, from his country, and his kindred, he 
was now left to deplore his rashness and folly, and 
to pass the remainder of his miserable existence on 
an unknown globe, amidst strangers, without the pos- 
sibility of return. 

The morning dawned on his grief. The doctor 
tried to console him with philosophical observations. 
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saying, that his misfortune was without a remedy; it 
was useless to grieve; but the planetarian said that it 
was for that very reason, that he grieved the more; 
the doctor's wife tried to comfort him with a cup of 
hot tea, and some slices of a gigantic home-made 
sausage cut delicately thin; endeavoured to pacify 
him with hopes of recovering his treasure ; and sug- 
gested the propriety of advertising its loss in all the 
newspapers, with a particular description of the thief, 
his lantern, and his pitchfork. 

Angela could not help sympathizing with the 
sorrow of their handsome guest ; but in respect to 
the loss of the talisman, which had the power of con- 
veying people away in so mysterious a manner, she 
was not quite sure, as the stranger remained, whether 
it was an accident for her to grieve about or not. 

As for the cook-maid, she had to mourn the triple 
loss of the talisman, her sweetheart, and her money. 

No one, it is to be remarked, was a witness to the 
departure of the depredator through the window, 
except the planetarian himself ; the fact, therefore, of 
the mode of the stranger's arrival, and of the place 
from whence he came, remained, for the incredulous, 
as much a matter of mystery and conjecture as 
before. 



CHAPTER IX. 

MAGKETIC ATTBACTION. 

Some weeks passed away in vain regrets and useless 
inquiries after the purloiner of the talisman. It was 
in vain that Angela tried to comfort the interesting 
stranger; the stranger refused to be comforted. 

He consented, however, at the suggestion of the 
major, to be measured for a suit of clothes more con- 
sonant with the fashion than the travelling dress in 
which he had arrived on Christmas night. The school- 
master siftingly endeavoured to engage him in con- 
versation respecting the manners and customs of the 
inhabitants of the new planet, but the stranger was 
disinclined to talk ; the apothecary fdt his pulse inces- 
santly ; the planetarian suffered him to feel his pulse 
as much as he pleased, but when these preliminary 
measures were followed by a number of little bottles 
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containing different coloured draughts, with directions 
that one should be taken every two hours and a small 
box of pills every night, the sufferer was only the 
more desirous, to quit a planet in which he was ex- 
posed to such a terrible infliction. 

The astronomer was engaged, as usual, with his 
telescope night and day, not without the hope of dis- 
covering some further phenomena in the neighbour- 
hood of the new planet ; and his wife was always busy, 
like a good housewife, with her domestic duties ; so 
that the stranger was necessarily thrown much into 
the society of their lovely daughter, who, with the 
compassionate sympathy innate in her sex, abandoned 
the telescope, and the stars, and the jam-pots, and the 
pickles, to administer consolation to their guest. 

On his side, the planetarian showed a marked pre- 
ference for her companionship ; and an intimacy which 
it might otherwise have taken months or years to 
produce, was thus quickly established between the two 
inhabitants of the opposite planets. Zarah, for by 
that name Angela had now learned to call him, enter- 
tained her frequently with descriptions of his native 
globe ; and Angela communicated to him various 
useful information relating to terrestrial affairs, and 
soon began to be considered by her companion as his 
friend, his consoler, and his confidant. 

Prudent persons will not fail to observe here, that. 
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for a lady, especially if she be young and pretty, to be 
made by preference the confidant of a gentleman, is 
very dangerous. So Angela might have thought ; or 
at least her mother might have thought so for her; 
but in the present case, as the exclusion of the female 
sex from the social system of the planetarian's distant 
home put love and marriage totally out of the ques- 
tion, she considered that she could regard him in no 
other light than that of a passing guest, who would 
presently depart to return no more. 

From this consideration, and looking up to him 
also almost as a being of another order, from his 
superior knowledge of the secrets of nature, she 
devoted herself without scruple to the gentle task of 
soothing the stranger's grief. 

Sometimes he would sit for hours absorbed in 
thought, planning a thoustmd schemes for returning 
to his native planet ; at others, he would abandon 
himself to the most furious despair, denouncing his 
folly and lamenting his separation, as it seemed, for 
ever, from his home and kindred. At such times 
Angela would soothe him with her attentions, and 
calm him with her voice ; inspiring him with the 
hope tjiat some lucky accident might restore to him 
his talisman, and that then — ^but then Angela felt, 
she hardly knew why, that in her secret heart she 
hoped that he would never recover it ; but this was 
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but a vague and dim sensation at first, and it was a 
thought that she did not like to dwell on. 

It is true, the stranger, certainly, was surpassingly 
handsome ; and his voice was most melodious ; and 
there was a charm in his manner that was irresistibly 
seductive; but, then, he was the mysterious inhabitant 
of another world; he had presented himself in so 
extraordinary a manner ; the feat which he had per- 
formed was of a nature so marvellous ; and the only 
desire that he gave expression to was to return back 
to the world from whence he had come ; no, he could 
be nothing to her ! He never could be ! But, still, 
she could not help feeling compassion for his suffer- 
ings. Besides, he evidently would receive consola- 
tion only from her presence. It was an extraordinary 
case; unlike any other that she had read of in her 
books of romance, and different to all that she had 
even imagined. But as there could not possibly be 
any impropriety, as she argued, in allowing the inha- 
bitant of another planet to be in her constant asso- 
ciation, she determined to fulfil the moral duty of 
comforting the stranger in his affliction. 

Zarah, on the other hand, took a pleasure sur- 
prising to himself, in being by the side of a female 
inhabitant of another globe. He at first attributed it 
to magnetical attraction ; but as their intimacy in- 
creased, he became conscious that there was some 
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other influence in action to which he had been hitherto 
unaccustomed. He could not account for the cause 
which made him prefer the conversation of Angela to 
the learned and scientific disquisitions with which the 
schoolmaster and the apothecary occasionally endea- 
voured to entertain him. 

Gradually he began to have doubts of the wisdom 
of the sages of his native abode, in excluding from 
their system creatures who imquestionably were at 
times, as he had been taught, exceedingly mischievous, 
but who possessed a mysterious charm of pleasing of 
which before his visit to the earth he had no experi- 
ence. 

But these reflections were only occasional. His 
principal thoughts were directed to devising the means 
of regaining the home which he had so rashly quitted ; 
but he determined on making a serious representation 
to the council of the nation on his return, on the ex- 
pediency of reconsidering the law established by their 
ancestors ; on the ground, that the character of the 
sex must have changed since ancient times, as he 
could give testimony, from his own observation, not 
only of their present harmlessness, but also of the 
additional delight which their presence lent on all 
occasions to planetary existence. It may be that he 
generalized too much on this occasion; but his mind 
was filled with Angela. 
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At last Zarah's desire became so strong to have the 
opportunity of lajdng the result of his terrestrial 
experience on this point before the legislators of his 
own world, that he was seized with a more uncon- 
trollable desire than ever to recover the means of 
aerial flight ; and he determined to travel over the 
whole surface of the earth in order to discover the 
robber of his talisman, if it should so be — as he hardly 
dared to hope — ^that the possessor of it had not already 
quitted the earth for ever. 

As a native of the new planet, he still possessed 
the gift of transporting himself from place to place at 
will, but in a limited degree, and without the power 
of overcoming the influence of the earth's attraction. 
He retained also some of his privilege of transmuting 
the baser metals into gold ; but of this privilege he 
thought nothing. He found the convenience of it, 
however, on his journey. 

He communicated his determination to Angela, 
but as he made to her also another communication 
which it would be improper to omit in this instructive 
history, it will be necessary, for the improvement of 
the rising generation, to record an incident so inte- 
resting, before we proceed to describe the adventures 
of the native of the new planet in his terrestrial 
travels. 



CHAPTER X. 



A PLANETARY LOVE-SCENE. 



Weeks and months passed away ; spring came^ and 
went; summer appeared; and although Zarah every 
day talked of his departure, he still lingered in the 
astronomer's house, finding it as difficult to force 
himself from the side of Angela as to convey himself 
beyond the reach of the earth's attr^xjtion. 

The inhabitant of the planet was not aware— for 
he had had no experience of the passion, nor indeed 
was there any word in his own language to express it 
— ^that he loved, with a terrestrial love, the astro- 
nomer's daughter. It was a new sensation ; strange, 
absorbing, exciting ! Neither was Angela a greater 
proficient in the mystery than her companion. She 
only knew that she was uneasy when he was absent, 
and that she felt happy when he was present. If in 

G 
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the midst of their occupations their hands met, 
Angela's colom* would come and go, and she would 
feel a strange throbbing at her heart, agitating but 
delicious. She often asked herself, could this be 
lovel The inhabitant of the planet, also, on such 
occurrences, would start and gaze at his companion 
with his soft blue eyes; the strange sensation also 
agitated him ; but he referred it all to magnetism. 

It was with such mutual feelings that, at the close 
of a quiet evening of a summer's day, the two met 
together in the library. It was Angela's favourite 
retreat, and, by some accident, whenever she retired 
to its privacy, Zarah was sure to want some book 
which she alone could find for him. And when he 
had found the book, he used to stay there; and some- 
times they would read the same book together; but 
this was rare, as Angela alleged that it interrupted 
her in her studies. 

The folding-doors which led to the garden were 
open, and the grateful perfume of the shrubs and 
flowers was wafted by the gentle air into the apart- 
ment. 

All was calm and still. The sun had long since 
set, and the glorious stars, as by groups, successively, 
they arose and studded the clear vault of heaven, 
shone forth with all their brightness. Zarah gazed 
at them, and sighed; his sigh was echoed by one 
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from Angela. He approached her; and Angela, with 
that presentiment of some interesting revelation 
which is an innate attribute of woman, drew towards 
her the large embroidery frame, and began to busy 
herself with a prodigious heap of wool of various 
colours. This was not the first time that she had 
had recourse to its protection ; as she had found, by 
experience, that its broad sheet of canvas formed a 
convenient screen for her blushing cheeks or her 
anxious countenance. 

Zarah sat down by her side : — ^Angela felt that the 
conjuncture was critical. It was in the silence of the 
early night; a shaded lamp shed its soft light over 
the room; her father was glued to his telescope 
above, and her mother was pickling cabbages below; 
there was no one to disturb them; — they were 
alone. 

Zarah was thoughtful ; he sat silent — sometimes 
abstracted, and seemingly unconscious of Angela's 
presence. Some feminine instinct taught her that, 
on such occasions, silence is dangerous; it renders 
thought more active. So long as talking goes on, 
like whistling in the dark, there is safety; but that 
forbearance of speech that springs from the full 
heart, as the sex well knows, is ominous, and points 
to a catastrophe. It is not the loquacious, laughing 
lover, that is to be feared, but the sentimental one. 
g2 
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This philosophers learn from books^ and women 
know by instinct. 

Zarah's continued silence affected Angehk with a 
strange emotion. He, still, though by her side, 
gazed out upon the stars. — ^What were his thoughts? 
Was he thinking of that distant globe — his home— ^ 
now lost? Was he regretting his enchainment to the 
earth, and longing to regain his past superiority? 
And were those thoughts and those regrets mingled 
with no remembrance of any being similar to herself ? 
Was it really true tliat the presence of woman was 
banished from that distant world ! Zarah had said 
80, and what he told her must be true; but love is 
suspicious, and latterly he had avoided speaking of 
his former abode, and had seemed torn by contending 
impulses, as if uncertain whether to prefer the world 
that he had quitted or the earth that contained 
Angela. 

Filled with such anxious thoughts, and a prey to 
such uncertainties, Angela, too, remained silent and 
absorbed in her own reflections. 

As they thus sat, a brilliant meteor appeared sud- 
denly in the heavens, shot its swift course, dazzled 
for a moment, and disappeared ! 

Zarah started up ! His eyes kindled ! His chest 
swelled ! He stretched forth his arms towards the 
heavens, breathed a deep sigh, and sank down de- 
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jected on his couch. Angela also beheld the falling 
star; she looked at Zarah ; and seeing his violent 
emotion, turned pale, and the tell-tale tears rushed to 
her eyes. But Zarah regarded them not ; his thoughts 
were elsewhere. "Ah !" thought Angela, " that meteor 
is the emblem of life; the brief happiness that we 
enjoy disappears as quickly as that brilliant passing 
light, and leaves us in darkness and in vain regret for 
ever !" 

Zarah, as if penetrating her thoughts, or from 
some mysterious sympathy between two souls in 
mutual harmony of love which imparts to each the 
sentiments of the other, again approached the pen- 
sive Angela, and regarded her long and fondly : — 

" Angela," he said, " did you observe that star?" 

It was the first time that he had called her 
"Angela," in such a tone; and she blushed and 
trembled. 

"And do you remember the night when I first 
touched this earth, and became your guest in the 
mansion in which I have dwelt in vain regrets so 
longT 

Angela murmured some answer that was inaudible. 

"And do you think," continued Zarah, "that I 
can have remained here in your society, and so con- 
stantly by your side, without feeling the pain which 
must attend our separation]" 
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Angela looked up at these words : — ^but she could 
only pronounce, in an earnest and inquiring tone, the 
word "Separation!" 

" That warning meteor which we both just now 
beheld, seems as if sent to remind me of my former 
state and home, and to upbraid me with my long 
neglect, by sojourning so long on earth, of friends 
and kindred." 

"It is as I feared!" thought Angela. "He is 
thinking of his own globe, and I am nothing !" 

" Every day," he continued, " I have resolved to 
leave this house, to leave even you, dear Angela, and 
to commence my search after the lost talisman, with- 
out the aid of which I can never regain my former 
state " 

"It is natural," said Angela, "that you should 
wish to return to your native home; but " 

"But what r 

" I thought," said Angela — " that is, I almost 
thought — ^that you had brought yourself to submit to 
the loss of your talisman, and had resolved to endea- 
vour to find on earth, if not your former happiness, 
at least resignation." 

"How shall I attain happiness on earth 1" replied 
Zarah; "and wherein shall I find resignation?" 

Angela was silent: some idea perhaps flitted 
through her mind, that the happiness and resignation 
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which Zarah was in pursuit of, were not so far distant 
as the new planet ; but she said nothing ; she onlj 
sighed. 

'' I am alone on this earth," continued Zarah; 
^ without kindred, without friends '' 

" Not without friends," said Angela, kindly : " there 
are my father and my mother, who are your friends." 

" And you 1 Angela " 

" And I am your friend, too," said Angela — " am I 
not?" 

" But I would have you something more than that," 
said Zarah. " In your language, which you have 
helped to teach me, friendship is a cold term : there 
is another word, which expresses more than friendship 
means ; but that word I fear to name to you !" 

Angela seemed to have the same fear of hearing as 
Zarah of speaking it, for she suddenly withdrew 
behind the shelter of her embroidery frame ; though, 
to her mental vision, the eyes of Zarah seemed to 
pierce through the canvas, and penetrate into her 
soul ! 

" What am I," continued Zarah, " now 1 I have 
read in your books of princes and of kings, the rulers 
over nations, to whom men bow down in respect and 
homage ! But I am nothing ! I have no kingdom 
to offer you ! no crown to place at your feet ! 
Zarah is less than the sons of the earth ! Solitary ! 
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and an alien ! Without rank, without country, with- 
out sympathy !" 

" Not without sympathy," said Angela, in a tone of 
voice that made the heart of Zarah vibrate. 

" And have you that sympathy ?" 

" I always sympathize with the unhappy," answered 
Angela. 

Zarah took her hand ; the hand made a little 
struggle to free itself, but after an ineffectual attempt, 
it remained in his. 

" Angela," said Zarah, in a solemn tone, " there is 
one question which I have to ask, on the answer to 
which depends my only hope of consolation. Will 
you answer me that question 1" 

" I will try," said Angela, in a stifled voice. 

Zarah paused for a few moments, as if to summon 
up courage for the effort. 

" Do you think," he said, in a voice earnest and 
low, " that you could find happiness with me for your 
companion till death divide us 1 and will you accept, 
in lieu of all that I could once have offered to you, 
the attachment of a constant heart, which has never 
loved and can never love another ?" 

Angela's eyes grew moist, and her bosom heaved 
Zarah marked her changing colour, and awaited her 
reply, in an attitude of intense devotion. 
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Slowly — ^with tremulous voice, and in trembling 
accents, she replied : — 

" I will !" 

Zarah was about to clasp her to his breast, but by 
a gesture she forbade him. 

" I will," she repeated, " but on one condition." 

It was now Zarah's turn to tremble. Superior as 
he was in his attributes, he trembled before the words 
of a female inhabitant of the earth, — a girl of seven- 
teen ! — such is the power of love ! 

" You speak to me now," continued Angela, with a 
firmer voice, " as if you were never to recover the 
talisman you have lost; — ^but suppose you were to 
recover it ? Would no regret then arise for having 
abandoned your high and superior state, for a daughter 
of the earth 1 And would not regret bring on in- 
difference to her for whom you had made so great a 
sacrifice 1" 

" Never !" 

" But, at least, it is the duty of her on whom you 
are willing to bestow your love to guard you against 
the consequences." 

" My heart can never change !" said Zarah. 

" The more easy, then, the condition. Search for 
your lost talisman ; and oh ! how I desire and fear at 
the same time, that it may be quickly restored to 
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you ! And when you have regained your power, then 
choose between the world of distant skies and me !" 

" And then V 

" And then," replied the maiden, blushing as she 
confessed, " my only care will be to deserve the lov^ 
which then only you may freely offer." 

With these words she rose to retire; but Zarah 
suddenly caught her to his heart, and imprinted on 
her blushing and sverted cheek a passionate and 
fervent kiss ! Angela gently disengaged herself from 
an embrace which she could not resist, but which 
she could not be said to have permitted ; and with a 
light but agitated step, disappeared from his sight. 

Zarah for a brief space remained buried in thought. 
But quickly forming his resolution, and wishing to 
spare both his betrothed and himself the pain of 
another parting, he sought the open space in the 
garden. He gazed for a moment on the bright 
stars above his head, and a vague hope seizing him, 
he stamped upon the groimd, and exerting the remains 
of the virtue which still remained with him as a 
native of the distant planet, he flew into the air. 



CHAPTEK XI. 



A FLIRT. 



The native of the new planet had no difficulty in 
transporting himself from place to place, above the 
surface of the earth ; for although he had lost the 
power of flying from sphere to sphere in the regions 
of endless space, he still preserved the wonderful 
attribute of exciting, or neutralizing, at will, his cor- 
poreal virtues of attraction and repulsion. 

He had many times essayed in secret, and unknown 
even to Angela, to what extent his planetarian pri- 
vilege remained. In these trials he was surprised to 
find that the power of self-conveyance ceased entirely 
during the daytime, which he attributed to the coun- 
teracting influence of the sun's magnetic rays, which 
his diminished powers were unable to contend against. 
This was a curious fact which he had resolved to in- 
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vestigate at his leisure. It was only at night that he 
was able to put his inherent virtue of motion in 
action. On the present occasion, he found his force 
of flight neither greater nor less than at other times 
when he had tried it, since the loss of his magnet ; 
but the velocity of his motion was now, as he had 
expected, from the resistance of the atmosphere, much 
less than when exercised under his former privilege. 
Enough of his original virtue, however, remained, to 
prove to him that he should have no difficulty in 
traversing the earth, at pleasure, in his present re- 
search ; with the limitation that he should be obliged 
to confine himself to midnight flights, which he the 
less regretted, as he was aware, it was in the daytime, 
principally, that he should have the best chance of 
recovering his lost talisman. 

He mounted therefore, as it was night, with facility 
into the air ; but no efforts that he made could enable 
him to overcome, beyond a certain distance, the influ- 
ence of the earth's attraction. After hovering in the 
air some time, he considered that it was not in the 
regions of the clouds that he should find his talisman. 
He again descended in an oblique direction on the 
earth's surface, and guiding his course by the exercise 
of his will, he alighted in the square of a large town 
to which the lights attracted him. It was Gottingen 
— celebrated for its university. 
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As he stood alone, at a loss which way to direct his 
steps to obtain suitable shelter for the night, he 
observed coming towards him, behind an enormous 
pair of blue spectacles, an elderly man, of a sedate 
aspect, with a pipe in his mouth, of course, and wear- 
ing an academical cap and gown. 

This was the famous Heir SplidztraW, Professor of 
Laws at the University, who was proceeding home- 
wards, with whom Zarah met thus opportunely. 

The professor, seeing a stranger standing in the 
square, alone, and looking about him as if ignorant of 
his way, accosted him with German frankness, and 
offered the best services in his power. Zarah told 
him that he had that moment arrived from Minde- 
thal, in Bavaria ; that he was unacquainted with the 
town, and that he should be glad to be recommended 
to some comfortable hotel for the remainder of the 
night. He added, that he had only recently left the 
house of Dr. Asterscop, the astronomer. 

No sooner had he mentioned the name of Aster- 
scop, than his new acquaintance interrupted him to 
say, that he and the astronomer were old friends, 
having been accustomed at college to sleep in the 
same bed, to smoke out of the same pipe, and to look 
through the same telescope together. " Moreover," 
added the professor, " I am acquainted with you also, 
if you are the same gentleman, and the name is a 
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singular one, about whom the schoolmaster of Minde- 
thal came to consult me four months since. There- 
fore," continued the worthy professor, " the best thing 
I can do, is to offer you the use of my house during 
your stay at Gottingen." 

" Grottingen !" said Zarah ; " the name of this town 
is Grottingen f 

" To be sure it is !" said the professor, much sur- 
prised. "Why ! how could a traveller come to the seat 
of our famous university, and not know the name of 
the townr 

As he said this, he took hold of Zarah's arm, and 
led him to his house, which was at no great distance ; 
and on his way, he discoursed with him on the health 
of the astronomer and his family, and asked Zarah if 
he had become intimately acquainted with the school- 
master, who, in fact, had made a circimistantial rela- 
tion to the professor of the arrival of the inhabitant 
of the new planet, and of all the marvels exhibited 
at the doctor's house on that memorable Christmas 
night. 

The professor had very candidly given his opinion 
to Mr. Bodombrutch, that he had lost his senses, and 
did not know what he was talking about ; and on the 
schoolmaster's insisting on the truth of what he had 
heard with his own ears, and seen with his own eyes, 
the professor advised him, as a friend, to keep all 
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that nonsense to himself; for if he allowed himself to 
promulgate such monstrous inventions, he would run 
the risk of revolving over the circumstances of the 
case in some lunatic asylum, in which he would cer- 
tainly find himself at no distant date. 

This advice the professor gave to Mr. Bodom- 
brutch, because they were old acquaintances, although 
now separated by their vocations and by distance; 
and as the schoolmaster had a profound respect for 
the opinion of the professor, and as he was himself 
not altogether deficient in common sense, he quietly 
followed the professor's advice, and held his peace 
concerning these strange events, accordingly; a course 
which he recommended also to the apothecary, and 
the major, and the women-folk, present at the Christ- 
mas meeting. 

As the parties in question all lived a very retired 
life in a very retired place, the story of the planeta- 
rian and his exploits did not get abroad so much as 
might have been expected ; and those who heard of 
them, from their very marvellousness, set them down 
as a conjuror's feats of legerdemain which had 
deceived the senses of the spectators. 

The Gottingen professor, however, was not sorry 
to make a personal acquaintance with one of whom 
he had heard so many wonders ; not that he believed 
a word of what the schoolmaster had told him ; but 
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he considered that the person who had been able to 
impose on so many, and so well, must be a man of 
superior abilities, and that his conversation could not 
fail to be productive of entertainment, and, perhaps, 
of instruction. Besides, the schoolmaster had reported 
that he was a perfect gentleman in his manners and 
deportment, though with an air decidedly foreign j 
and above all, that he seemed to have no regard for 
money. 

Actuated by these considerations, and as the pro- 
fessor had an affection for his old friend the astro- 
nomer, he had no hesitation in inviting Zarah to his 
house ; the more especially as it would afford him the 
opportunity of unravelling the mystery of the school- 
master's extraordinary hallucinations. As he arrived 
at this conclusion, they reached his dwelling, when 
Zarah was presented to the wife of his new host, who 
seemed singularly struck with the appearance of their 
visitor. 

The professor, who from habit was accustomed to 
read the expression of the human countenance, could 
not avoid noticing the admiration visible in that of 
his young wife. He turned towards Zarah, and 
examined his new guest with attention through his 
blue spectacles. It was then that he was first struck 
with the remarkable perfection of Zarah's face and 
form, and especially with the peculiar lustre of his 



THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 97 

eyes, which he observed were of a deep cerulean blue, 
soft, yet penetrating ; while his whole exterior bore 
that amiable and prepossessing air, which has been 
aptly called " a perpetual letter of recommendation." 

Had the professor been aware, when he met Zarah 
in the obscurity of the street, that he was about to 
introduce so remarkably handsome a young man to 
the acquaintance of his exceedingly coquettish wife, 
he would most likely have recommended him to take 
up his abode at the nearest hotel, and would by no 
means have made an impromptu inmate of so danger- 
ous a person ; and assuredly, would not have allowed 
him to become the companion, though temporary only, 
of an excessively lively young lady of two-and-twenty 
years of age, and of at least two-and-twenty thousand 
capricious fancies. 

As it was, however, there was no help for it ; and 
he was compelled to allow of the stranger's immediate 
association at supper ; not before he had recommended 
his wife, however, to retire — on account of the late- 
ness of the hour ; a suggestion which the lady re- 
ceived with an unqualified dissent, objecting, that as 
there was no other mistress of the house, it would be 
contrary to all the rules of German politeness for her 
not to sit down at table with their guest. 

To this arrangement, therefore, her husband was 
obliged to submit; determining, in his own mind, that 

H 
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he would invent some excuse the next morning for 
transferring the company of his visitor from his own 
domicile to that of the Grand Hotel. For as the 
professor's avocations at the university obliged him 
to be absent from his home during the greater part 
of the day, he thought it his duty not to expose his 
wife to the close attentions of a handsome stranger, 
for the whole of the hours during his absence. It 
will be seen, however, that the professor who was 
thus reckoning without his guest, " reckoned without 
his host." 

This was not the first time that the respectable 
professor of laws at the university of Gottingen had 
repented himself of his rash union with the lively 
Margueret, for that was the name, notwithstanding 
the sinister augury which Faust and Mephistopheles 
have attached to the appellation, which had been given 
to her by her parents. The professor was sixty years 
of age, and Margueret twenty, when he disinterred her 
from the obscurity in which she lived in the country, 
and changed her poverty and privations for compara- 
tive affluence. 

It may have been, that the professor, who was a 
very bookish man, had selected his wife as he was 
accustomed to choose the volumes for his library; 
that is to say, that he endeavoured to obtain one of 
the latest editions of nature's works, as most likely to 
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have received the benefit of all the "errata" and 
"addenda" before publication. But it would have 
been more prudent, if he had bestowed some reflection 
on the fact of his having been himself published 
more than sixty years ago. As to his blue spectacles, 
which Margueret asserted he never took off on any 
occasion, they rather gave an interesting air to his 
countenance than otherwise. 

Such was the ill-assorted pair, into whose domestic 
circle Zarah was unexpectedly introduced. 

They sat down to supper. The stranger ate little; 
drank nothing but water; and, to the great surprise of 
the German, declared that he never smoked; but his 
wife rather liked him the better for it. However, he 
did not refuse to talk, although carefully avoiding to 
speak of any matters relating to himself. And his 
air was so distinguished; his manners so refined; his 
voice was so melodious; and his conversation so ani- 
mated and eloquent, that the professor was charmed, 
and his wife was entranced with admiration. 

She instantly fell in love with him — platonically. 
She had often fallen in love before, but only for the sake 
of pastime and amusement. It must be added, also, that 
from much practice, the young lady had grown rather 
bold and independent. It was popularly reported, that 
she had been the cause of seventeen duels in the uni« 
versity, and that more than one youth, with discoA^ 
h2 
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solate hair hanging straight down his back over an 
acre of shirt collar, had endeavoured to put an end to 
his miserable existence, with a pipe in his mouth, and 
a copy of the Sorrows of Werter in his hand, over a 
pan of charcoal. 

Nor was the lively Margueret altogether unworthy 
of the enthusiastic love among the students which she 
excited ; for she was very fair, had very large blue 
eyes, a pretty mouth, good teeth, a saucy look, and 
just that shade of red in her hair, which served to 
mark the sanguine nature of her temperament. 
Armed with these charms, seconded by imdaunted 
resolution, and encouraged by habitual success, she 
without delay commenced an attack upon the heart 
of the handsome stranger. 

But to her extreme surprise and mortification, for 
she had been accustomed to see the German youth of 
the university become consumed in the light of her 
eyes, like moths in a candle, the handsome stranger, 
though perfectly polite, seemed insensible to her 
attractions. He paid her no compliments, uttered no 
praises, did not look down abashed when she deigned 
to rest her eyes on him, nor did he look at her from 
bis own, slantwise and askew, as if fearful openly to 
gaze, but unable entirely to refrain, after the fashion 
of the adorers over whom it had been her wont to 
tyrannize. 
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Piqued at this indifference, it only made the uni- 
versity divinity more determined to conquer; for 
such a defiance of the power of her charms was an 
act of rebellion on the part of one of the male sex^ 
monstrous, unexampled — and if successful on this 
occasion, might be drawn into a precedent, so as to 
endanger the stability of her supremacy. 

For the present, however, she was obliged to sus- 
pend her operations, as the professor hastened to 
show his visitor to his bed, being anxious to enjoy 
his own. But when Zarah retired without doing 
more homage to the proffered hand than respectfully 
to touch it with the ends of his fingers, she mentally 
made a vow that he should pay dearly for his want 
of gallantry, and, always supposing she did not re- 
solve on allowing him to live to devote his life to 
her, that a pan of charcoal or a phial of prussic acid 
should be his unfailing portion I 

Zarah, happily unconscious of these tender machi- 
nations, being very tired, went to bed, and fell 
asleep. Margueret could scarcely sleep a winkj she 
thought or dreamed of the handsome stranger all the 
night; and, in the ardour of her enthusiasm, she 
determined to make a sacrificatory "auto-de-Fe" of all 
the billet-doux of all her lovers, in honour of her new 
passion. It was fortunate, perhaps, that she did not, 
with her usual impetuosity, put her design into im- 



102 THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 

mediate execution, as the collection was so abundant, 
that it might have burned down the professor's house 
in the general conflagration. 

The professor, also, pondered much on Zarah 
before going to sleep. The young man puzzled him. 
By some means he had baffled all the professor's 
artifices to get at who he was, where he came from, 
and what was his rank and position in society. The 
extent of the stranger's information, also, and par- 
ticularly on all subjects relating to the arts and 
sciences, astonished him. Was he another Cagliostrof 
He agreed with himself, that he would endeavour to 
detain the stranger for one more day at his house, 
and endeavour to dear up the mjrstery. 

In pursuance of this determination, he invited 
Zarah, the next morning, to a private conference in 
his study. Margueret would fain have been of the 
party, but upon this the professor peremptorily put 
his marital veto. All that she could do, therefore, 
was to employ the time at her glass j and to make 
herself so irresistible, that the unhappy victim should 
not be able to resist his fate. 

In the meantime, the professor and Zarah were 
doseted in earnest converse; and in order that the 
purpose of this veracious history may be duly ful- 
filled, a discreet portion of their conversation is fiuth- 
fully recorded in the next chapter. 



CHAPTER XII. 

A SUGGESTIVE CHAPTER. 

" I MUST tell you, firankly,** the professor began, " that 
I haye heard wonderful stories of you from an old 
acquaintance of mine, particularly on a certain Christ- 
mas night ; but I put them down to the account of 
the usual festivities of the season. Among other 
things, it was reported that you had discovered what 
is considered by some visionaries as a lost art of the 
alchemists — ^the art of the transmutation of metals. 
Pray, don't suppose that I suspect you of having 
made such an assertion with any serious purpose 3 
but from your observations of last night, I think, 
I may presume you have paid some attention to the 
study of chemistry f 

" I am too young,** replied Zarah, " to have paid 
long attention to any subject; but the pursuit of 
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knowledge and the investigation of the secrets of 
nature are the principal occupation of the inhabitants 
of the world which I have left." 

"There again!" said the professor; "my friend 
warned me that you had pretended, with the object 
of promoting mirth at Christmas no doubt, that you 
had come from a distant world ! I see how the mis- 
take has arisen, from the expression which you have 
just now made use of; but to return to the subject of 
chemistry. You are, of course, aware of the re- 
markable discoveries which have been recently made 
in electricity and magnetism?" 

" I have read of them," replied Zarah, " in your 
books ; but these facts have been long known among 
us, and many more besides." 

" Indeed !" said the professor. 

" The transmutation of metals," continued Zarah, 
" is, with us, a familiar operation." 

"Indeed!" repeated the professor, regarding his 
visitor doubtfully, and endeavouring to ascertain, from 
the expression of his countenance, if he was attempt- 
ing to practise on his credulity. 

"You seem siuT)rised," said Zarah; "but I should 
have thought, from the books on the sciences which I 
have perused since my sojourn on your globe, that 
you were prepared for the discovery, seeing that you 
had nearly arrived at the process already." 
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" How SO?" said the professor. 

" Cannot you transmit, by the means of electric 
agency along thin wires, one metal to another, so as 
to cover it or coat it with the transmitted metal?" 

"We can," said the professor; "but we cannot 
make gold." 

" And cannot you," continued Zarah, " by means 
of the same electric action, decompose substances, 
waters, and gases, and resolve them into their indi- 
vidual parts?" 

" We can," repUed the professor. 

"Then, seeing that you can do so much, I am 
surprised that you have not discovered more." 

" We must suppose that there is a limit to such 
discoveries," said the professor. 

" But where will you fix that limit 1 When these 
recent discoveries were made, were they not an 
inmiense addition to human knowledge? And if you 
look back to the comparative state of ignorance in 
which you were a hundred years ago in respect to 
these facts, is it not reasonable to suppose, that a 
himdred years hence the inhabitants of this earth may 
look back on the amount of your present information, 
and regard it as exhibiting the same state of ignorance 
in which you now see your predecessors to have been? 
And may it not be, that, in the progress of your 
advancement in knowledge, you may, in course of 
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time^ arrive at the degree of perfection which the in- 
habitants of the planet from which I am oome have 
already reached.*' 

" And pray/* said the professor, who began to ha^e 
doubts whether his visitor was really the being he 
assumed to be, or was merely a visionary whose 
enthusiasm had merged into madness — '* may I 
inquire what are the powers and attributes of the in- 
habitants of the other world that you speak off* 

" I will explain them to you with pleasure,'* replied 
Zarah. 

^' By the bye,'* said the professor, whose suspicions 
of the other^s insanity were confirmed by this reply, 
but who was willing to humour the madman, " there 
is one thing that I cannot understand. I can sup- 
pose the possibility of the transmutation of metals, 
because recent discoveries enable us to produce resuhs 
analogous to it. But, I was told that you had 
actually performed your flight from the new planet 
in little more than four hours ! Now, that is what 
astonishes me ! How it is possible for a solid body 
to move with such prodigious velocity, is more than 
I can imagine !" 

"We have mentioned electricity," said Zarah; 
"let me ask you if you know the rate of its velocity?" 

" We have not arrived at a certainty," replied the 
professor; "but we have reason to believe, that it 
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moves with the same velocity as light; that is to 
say, about 192,000 miles in a second." 

" In that case, you have some idea of what velocity 
is possible r 

" Certainly; but permit me to observe, that we are 
speaking of light, and not of a solid body; and the 
difficulty to be surmounted is, to understand how a 
solid body can move at such a rate. According to our 
natural philosophers, a body moving with that velocity 
through a medium sudi as our atmosphere, would 
ignite, from the heat generated by its friction." 

*' First," replied Zarah, "let me observe to you, 
that, according to our notions, the quality of solidity 
is attached to everything which does not relate to the 
immaterial nature of the mind — ^which we can discuss 
another time, — and that the greater or less solidity of 
a body is one only of degree : thus, gold is a solid 
body, and very solid; but it is easy to imagine a body 
heavier and denser than gold; and thus, also, one of 
the constituent parts of the water with which your 
earth abounds, I mean hydrogen, is a solid body, 
though one of the lightest known to your chemical 
philosophers '' 

"Stay" — interrupted the professor; "that defini- 
tion differs from ours ; we call a substance solid in 
distinction from one that is fluid. With us, solidity 
is the opposite of fluidity." 
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'' It is a distinction without a difference/' replied 
Zarah. *' Solid bodies may differ in density, but they 
are the same in their condition. A drop of water^ 
although classed under the distinctive appellation of 
' fluid/ is as much a solid as a grain of gold; and so 
of the lightest of your known substances, which, beii^ 
invisible to your sight, you call a * gas,' — ^that is to say, 
that, like gold, it is measurable, divisible, and pon* 
derable." 

"This theory shocks my previous conclusions," 
said the professor. 

" Go a little deeper into the matter," said Zarah, 
" and your hesitation will be removed. Separate the 
cohering particles of your volatile, invisible, and 
subtile hydrogen. It must be composed of parts, be- 
cause you can separate into parts: continue your 
division of those parts; you must come at last to the 
ultimate atom; that atom must be either material or 
immaterial: you already admit that it must be mate- 
rial, in your distinction between mind and matter; 
what, then, can this material particle, this ultimate 
atom be, but a solid body? If it is not a solid body, 
what is it? And as any volume of your hydrogen 
must be composed of ultimate atoms, and as each 
individual atom must be a solid substance, the whole 
volume must be composed of an infinite number of 
solid atoms, infinitely mimite, \)ut ft\»iXV Taa.\.^x\ai and 
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solid ; and what is true of the parts must be true of 
the whole; only it may be observed, that your chemists 
have given to such parts as are easily separable, the 
name of 'fluid;* a term which could not apply, 
obviously, to its ultimate atom, because that, as its 
term implies, is indivisible. Thus fluidity may be 
the character of such an assemblage of atoms, but 
soUdity is its condition. 

" The only differences," continued Zarah, " which 
our philosophers admit on this point, are the differ- 
ences between the material and the inmiaterial ; or as 
it is commonly expressed in your language, between 
matter and mind. With us, for all the purposes of 
metaphysical inquiry, materiality and solidity are 
equivalent terms." 

" What do you wish to deduce from that ?" asked 
the professor. 

"This," said Zarah; "that, seeing that, in the 
instance of hydrogen, which I mention as the lightest 
ponderable body known to you, there can be solidity 
imperceptible to your vision, why may there not be 
other solid bodies of a nature different from hydrogen, 
and from all the other gases which you have dis- 
covered ]" 

"It may be so," replied the professor; "but we 
cannot imagine their nature and uses." 

" To izuajgine their nature and wa^, \a \» xaaisA ^ 
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great advance towards their discoyery," said Zarah. 
" But let me continue my argument a little longer: — 

" What you say you cannot understand is, how a 
solid body can move with the velocity of light) 
Now, the first question to resolve is — ^What is soKdily 9 
According to us, as I have observed, everything that 
does not partake of the nature of the mental attri- 
butes is more or less solid: thus, the thin vapour 
that you see is solid; and the light gas that you do 
not see also is solid; and the electric fluid, which jaa 
can transmit along a conducting wire, which you can 
transfer from one vessel to another, and which in its 
passage is capable of rending the strongest materials, 
and of melting in an instant the most refractory 
metals, is a solid body; and you yourself say that 
the velocity of electricity is not less than that of 
light ; it follows, then, that a solid body is capable of 
moving with the velocity of light." 

" But it is not agreed," replied the professor, " that 
there is, in reality, any such fluid or body as that 
which is called the 'electric fluid;* it is contended 
that the electric power, whatever that may be, does 
no more than disturb and set in motion the particles 
of the substance through which it is supposed to 
pass; and that its action is merely vibratory, the 
motion which it induces being merely a series of 
n'bmtions, transferred from atom, to q^xcl, «skd so 
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eommunicating the impulse from one end of the 
series to the other." 

"But that theory, as it appears to me,*' replied 
Zarah, " is merely substituting a greater difficulty to 
get rid of a less. Your system of vibrations, that is 
to say, a communication of motion from one particle 
to another, includes the assimiption of a greater 
velocity than that of the direct transit of a solid 
body; to say nothing of the loss of power which such 
a supposition necessitates ; for it is substituting the 
motion of an innumerable succession of particles for 
the motion of one. And as vibration is motion, it is 
as easy for me to conceive the continuous motion of 
the same body in the same space of time from one 
point to another, as the successive communicated 
motions of a series of independent particles, according 
to your system of vibrations. Besides, the sum total 
of the quantity of motion produced by your vibra- 
tions would be greater, according to your own theory, 
than the quantity of the motion of a single body 
making the supposed transit." 

" We will pass by that point for the present," said 
the professor; "but how do you account for a solid 
body moving with such velocity, which we will admit 
it can do, for the sake of the argument, without 
ignition when it passes through the earth's atmo- 
sphere?" 
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" You are taking for granted," replied Zarah, ^'that 
Nature is obliged to confine herself in her works to 
those substances and combinations only which are 
known to the inhabitants of the earth. Why may 
you not suppose that a body may exist without being 
subject to ignition under such circumstances) Why 
do you limit your belief to the existence of the qua- 
lities only of the substances of which you have 
present knowledge? By what right do you assume 
that there can be no other substances or qualities, 
material, or immaterial and intellectual, than those 
few with which your limited faculties have made you 



The professor did not know what reply to make to 
these observations. Zarah continued : — 

^' Cannot you imagine that substances of another 
planet may be endowed with different properties to 
those which exist in this; and may not the properties 
which exist, to a certain degree, in some substances 
of this globe, magnetism for instance, with some of 
the properties of which you are acquainted, be found 
in a greater degree and with modifications of which 
you have no experience, in another planet? But 
waiving that point for the present, are you not aware 
that the planet which you suppose to be nearest to 
the sun — I forget your name for it " . 

^^ Mercury,'' said the profeaaox. 
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"That the planet Mercury," continued Zarah, 
" whose diameter in your measures is " 

" Three thousand two hundred miles, and a little 
more," said the professor, very readily. 

"Which, although small compared with other 
globes in the same system," resumed Zarah, " is, 
nevertheless, large enough to illustrate our present 
inquiry, seeing that it moves at the rate of 105,000 
of your miles in an hour; and yet it does not ignite." 

" But it does not move through a medium Kke our 
atmosphere," objected the professor. 

"But it proves," rejoined Zarah, "that a solid 
of immense size can move with a velocity which I am 
inclined to suspect the faculties of an inhabitant of 
this earth are as inadequate to comprehend as the 
velocity of light ; which, with whatever facihty you 
may calculate it on paper, is really incomprehensible 
by your minds." 

The mention of " calculation on paper," suggested 
an "idea" to the professor. Being himself, as he 
believed, a great proficient in the science of numbers, 
as well as a profound algebraist and mathematician, 
he determined to attack his visitor in another way; 
and he fancied that a question or two in figures 
would be a good test of the superior intellectual 
capacity and acquirements that the pretended tl^1\n^ 
of the new planet seemied to \>oaa\> ol. "^VjXi H^s^a 
I 
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intent, he turned over in his mind some puzzling 
question worthy of being propounded for such an 
object ; and he presently found one which he flattered 
himself would be, as he mentally expressed it, " a 
sticker." 

" As you live a little nearer to the stars than we 
do on our globe," said he, " perhaps you may be able 
to favour us with a little information on some points 
that our astronomers are exceedingly anxious to be 
enlightened on ; for instance, it would be a particu- 
larly valuable piece of information if you could inform 
us of the distance of any one of the fixed stars from 
our planet?" 

" Cannot you calculate from their parallax]" asked 
the planetarian. 

" That's just what we want to know," replied the 
other; " the distance of the stars is so great, that we 
cannot discover their parallax by the nicest instru* 
ments that we are able to construct. It is true that 
Professor Bessel, of Konigsberg, has declared that he 
has discovered the parallax of one of them; and he 
thinks he is pretty correct in stating it at 0".3136, 
that is, about one-third of a second." 

"Well," said Zarah, "then that gives you the 
distance." 

" Perhaps," said the professor, glad to seize hold of 
an opportimity to put his visitor's powers of calcula- 
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tion to the test, '^ you will be so kind as to caloulate 
how hr such a star is from this earth." 

" With pleasure," replied Zarah. 

" Here is a pencil and paper," said the professor. 

« What for?" asked Zarah. 

" To set down your figures," said the professor, with 
a look of much wonder. 

" There is no necessity for that," replied the 
planetarian; 'Hhe distance of the star you mention 
from the sun is sixty-two billions, four hundred and 
eighty-one thousand five hundred millions of your 
miles." 

^'It*s exactly the calculation," said the professor, 
with astonishment, reading from a book which he 
took down, taking Bessel's parallax as correct, of the 
star 61 Cygni ! 

" And, of course," added Zarah, " it is the same or 
nearly the same distance from this earth; as your 
planet is, in one point of its course, ninety-five millions 
of miles nearer the star than the distance which I 
have given, and in the opposite part of its course, 
ninety-five millions of miles beyond it." 

" But how," exclaimed his auditor, in amazement, 
^^ do you make the calculation f 

" Nothing is more easy," replied ZaraL " You 
have only to take the distance of the star you refer 
to from the sun, according to the given parallax, at 
i2 
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657^700 times the mean distance of the earth from 
the ami; so that you have only to multiply 95,000,000 
by 657,000, and that gives the distance of the star 
from this earth." 

" But do you mean to say," said the professor, with 
increased surprise, " that you make all these calcula- 
tions and multiplications in your head ?" 

" Where else should I make them," replied Zarah, 
smiling; '^ cannot the inhabitants of this planet do 
the same 1" 

The professor reflected for a few moments : — " W« 
have had," he said, "some wonderful instances of 
calculating boys, who have possessed the faculty of 
making the most difficult and involved calculations, 
without the aid of written figures, by some peculiar 
mental process, which, however, they could not ex- 
plain. But these are very rare cases." 

"Although rare," replied Zarah, "they serve to 
show you that such a faculty exists." 

" But how do you do it 1" asked the professor. 

" How do you raise your arm to your head ?" asked 
Zarah. 

" By the exercise of the will," replied the professor. 

" And it is by the exercise of the will that I make 
calculations of ntmibers," replied Zarah. " Can you 
tell me how your will acts, when you exercise it for 
the purpose of raising yo\iT Mml?" 



THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 117 

" I cannot/* replied the professor. 

" Neither can I tell you how it acts when I exer- 
cise it in calculations of figures; I do it, but how I 
do it is to me a mystery." 

"Are there many in the place where you come 
from who can do the same," inquired the professor. 

" We all can do it." 

"Indeed! then you must have wonderful advan- 
tages over us ; and you must be a very superior race 
of beings." 

" Our sages believe," said Zarah, " that among the 
countless systems of worlds which exist in the immen- 
sity of space, there are orders of beings as superior to 
us as it appears we are in some things to the inha- 
bitants of the earth. Do you understand the game 
of chess, which I have learned since I have been a 
resident in this planet 1" 

" I do," replied the professor, much astonished, and 
expecting his visitor to go off into a mad fit ! 

" I asked you," resumed Zarah, " because it helps 
me to an illustration. Tou must have observed, that 
different capacities of minds, from a child's to a man's, 
and from a man of inferior to a man of superior intel- 
lect, are able to penetrate with different degrees of 
power into the various combinations of which the 
game of chess is susceptible." 

" WeZi /" said the professor. 
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" Carry your series a little fjEother, and you may 
conceiye the existence of a mind capable of compre- 
hending all the combinations of which the game of 
chess is susceptible, at a glance ; and yet it would be 
the same sort of capacity, only infinitely superior in 
power." 

" It is possible," said the professor, musing. 

There was a pause, during which the professor 
reflected profoundly on the conversation which had 
passed. At last, stimulated by a curiosity which he 
could not control, although wondering to himself how 
he could treat the idea of his visitor having really 
come from another world, seriously, he continued his 
inquiries : — 



CHAPTER XIIL 



THE SECRETS OF NATURE. 



" Before we go further," said the professor, " let me 
remind you that jou are taking for granted that^ 
which can never be proved, that all the planets, 
besides our own, which form our solar system, are 
inhabited. Now, that is quite a gratuitous fussimip- 
tion. What evidence have we of the fact V 

" What evidence V exclaimed Zarah. " Have you 
not the evidence of your senses, of your reason, of all 
analogy? and, above all, can you suppose that the 
vast worlds which are governed by the same laws of 
attraction as your own, which are illumined by the 
same sun, which perform similar rotations, and which 
present so many resemblances to this earth, which is 
the abode of sentient beings, have been formed in 
vain? And more, can you doxibt, evevi ixooi. '^^ 
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meagre astronomical information which you have 
attained^ that this solar system is only one of many 
similar systems forming one harmonious whole, and 
administering to the happiness of countless mjrriads 
of sentient beings, all perhaps different in their states, 
but all called into existence by the same mighty Mind 
for good and wise purposes V 

"It is a magnificent idea!" said the professor; 
" but still " 

" Is it possible," continued Zarah, " that any in- 
habitant of this puny globe can be so blinded by pride 
and vanity as to suppose that all the glorious orbs 
which fill the universe have been created for him and 
his fellow inhabitants of the earth alone? Can he 
suppose that the hundred million of stars which are 
within the range of the imperfect telescopes which 
you make use of on earth, were made only for his 
gratification ? We, in our planet, lift up our souls to 
higher contemplations ! There, our sages regard each 
star as an individual sun, shining by its own light, 
and the centre of an independent system. What 
thought can be more sublime than to regard all those 
distant and glorious orbs as ministering to the life 
and the enjoyment of numberless inhabited worlds, 
all various in their qualities and conformations, but 
all alike springing from the same source, bound toge- 
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ther in an universal system by the same general laws, 
and all adoring the same miiversal Creator !" 

" We have an idea among us," said the professor, 
" that the principle of electricity or magnetism, for 
there is every reason to suppose that they are strictly 
identical, is the primum mobile of the universe. 
Have philosophers with you arrived at the same con- 
clusion?" 

" They think much as you do," replied the planet- 
arian ; " and the more readily, perhaps, because we 
all of us possess magnetical powers in our own 
persons." 

" And can you exercise them ?" 

" To be sure we can; we continually exercise them 
for a variety of purposes." 

" That is too extraordinary a thing to be believed 
by people on this earth," observed the professor. 

" Why so ?" said Zarah. " Have you not a fish which 
I have read of, which actually possesses and exercises 
the power which I speak of ?" 

" Ah ! the electric eel ; it can give an electric 
shock." 

" And have you not told me that, in the opinion of 
your philosophers, electricity and magnetism are iden- 
tical" 

" That is true." 
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" Then, in point of fact, you can have no difficulty 
in believing that a creature may exist possesEong 
powers of magnetism which it can exercise at wiU, 
because you already have experience of an inferior 
creature of your own earth which possesses ibat 
faculty r 

" I cannot deny your inference," said the professor. 

" And if there may be such a creature, why not 
one of a superior class to your irrational animals, as 
you term them 1 and if one, why not a nation, and all 
the inhabitants of a system T 

" It certainly may be so," said the professor. 

" It is so," said Zarah. " And more than that, 
we possess the power at will, of stopping the sensa- 
tion of pain ; a sensation, which with us only serves 
to warn us of coming injury to our persons, but which 
we are enabled to restrain on the instant, as soon as 
that warning has been given." 

" Indeed !" said the professor. " Do you really 
posset that wonderful attribute ? If such a gifk were 
to be bestowed on man, it would change our very 
nature. No longer bom to endure the pain which is 
now inseparably attached to our physical condition, 
we should become beings of another and a higher 
order ! We should no longer be the victims and the 
slaves of the racked bodies that our souls are cased 
Id ! And if such a boon were to \>fe NOMclaaafed to us, 
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we might dare to hope that other and greater changes 
in our moral and physical state are near at hand^ and 
that the expected epoch is approaching which has 
been so long predicted ! If you do possess the ex- 
emption from human pain that you tell me of, you 
must indeed be a race of superior beings !" 

" And why not?" replied the planetarian. " Is the 
Tanity of the occupants of this globe so great that 
they cannot admit the idea of inhabitants of other 
worlds superior to themselves ! Cannot you imagine 
the existence of bodies and minds of a di£ferent and 
higher order to your own? Look at the exceptive 
cases among yourselves, the electric fish and the cal- 
culating boy, and you have the key to the solution of 
many mysteries. Has it never occurred to you, that 
the appearance of creatures so gifted was like the 
accidental lifting up of the veil from the secrets of 
nature, and that it afforded to you a glimpse of what 
might be in other worlds? And does not the casual 
occurrence of mental phenomena on earth suggest to 
you the belief, that, when your spiritual essence shall 
have freed itself from the earthly trammels which 
confine it, your intellectual capacity may be so in- 
creased as to enable you to take a more correct and 
comprehensive view of the wonderful works of the 
great Creator?" 

^^ Let me ask you," said tlie ptofeaaot^ ^\ko'Wi»3B«k. 



124 THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 

more and more puzzled in what light to consider the 
strange visitor who addressed him — " do your fellow- 
creatures possess that increase of intellectual capacity 
that you shadow forth to me?" 

" It is right that I should confess to you," replied 
the native of the distant planet, ^^ that, although, as 
it seems, we possess some powers and faculties which 
you do not possess or enjoy in so great perfection on 
this earth, we are, like yourselves, restless, dissatisfied, 
discontented, and constantly complaining of the in- 
completeness of our corporeal faculties, and of the 
limited range of our mental vision. Alas ! we never 
cease to repine for the attributes and knowledge 
which we do not possess ! It is in vain that one of 
our philosophers has propounded a theory to prove 
that a remedy for our deficiencies is impossible : we 
grieve the more because it is impossible ; and, while 
it seems to account for our inferior natures, it causes 
us only the more strongly to believe in the existence 
of creatures, in some other world, with higher capa- 
cities than our own, and makes us yearn the more 
eagerly to arrive at their superior intelligence." 

" And what is that theory?" inquired the professor, 
becoming more and more interested. 

" It is this," replied Zarah. " Observing the 
inferior nature of the animals which exist among us, 
but noting also, that they poaaeaa ^^ «»«caft ^^sasaona 
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and the same intellectual faculties^ only in a more 
limited degree, and, with the exception of the attribute 
of reason, which, with us, as with you, distinguishes 
man from the inferior animals, our philosopher was 
led to infer that, as there are creatures below us 
wanting the faculty which we have, so there may be 
creatures above us who possess a faculty which we do 
not enjoy." 

" It is a rational surmise," said the professor. 

"And in the same way that we understand by 
means of our ' reason,' many things which brutes can- 
not imderstand, so a superior being may be able to 
understand many things which to us are mysterious 
and seemingly contradictory, by means of an additional 
faculty to us incomprehensible, but which may enable 
him to know intuitively that which we can never 
arrive at the knowledge of." 

" It is a curious theory," said the professor ; " and 
the consideration of it might lead us far." 

" Nay," continued Zarah, " one philosopher went so 
far as to surmise, that there might be such beings 
inhabiting mid-space, but, from their subtile natures, 
invisible to our senses, whose duty it might be to 
guard and watch over us, and, so far as may be, to 
preserve us from harm, to give us warning of danger, 
and to inspire us with presentiments of comixiiq^ 
events." 
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^^ That idea is more fanciful than reasonable," said 
the professor. " By what means are those aerial beings 
who, your philosopher imagines, may exist, to commu- 
nicate with their charge ? and at the immense distance 
to which it is to be presumed they may occasionallj 
be removed ? That consideration seems a fatal ob- 
jection to your philosopher's theory." 

"Your objection," replied Zarah, "presupposes 
that no other means for the conveyance of ideas exist 
than those with which you are at present acquainted ; 
and yet there is one invention of very recent date, 
that might suggest to you the possibility of the exist- 
ence of a medium of communication which might 
accord with the ideal system of delegated superin- 
tending guardians which our philosopher has con- 
ceived." 

" What is that 1" said the professor. 

" Have you not lately discovered," said Zarah, "the 
means of conmiunicating your ideas almost instan- 
taneously to any distance, by means of electric 
agency ?" 

" We have," replied the professor ; " but we have 
not discovered any new agent, nor any new law of 
nature ; it is only the adaptation of a power known 
for thousands of years, to a novel use." 

" And does not that suggest to you," said Zarah, 
^^that as the discovery oi sa(^ ^li «A&^\^\Q»Ti ^1 % 
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known agent or power^ that had lain dormant for 
thousands of years, has not come to light until the 
present time, there may be other adaptations of the 
same agent lying dormant, but which may hereafter 
be discovered by you ?" 

" It certainly may be so," replied the professor. 

" And is it beyond the compass of your reason to 
conceive the existence of some other agent as won- 
derful, as compared with electricity, as electricity 
itself compared with less powerful agents? With 
our philosophers, it is considered a mark of narrow- 
ness of intellect bordering on irrationality, to limit 
the creative power of the Great First Cause to those 
intellectual or corporeal and material qualities only 
which we see around us. Even you, the inferior 
inhabitants of this earth, have acquired the means of 
communicating your thoughts to one another with 
the swiftness of light ! Would you limit the impul- 
sive power of the Great Creator to that which you, 
his creatures, yourselves possess? And would you 
presume to reduce his attributes to the level of your 
own?" 

" But why, then," said the professor, " do not those 
guardian angels whose existence your ingenious phi- 
losopher has conceived, conmiimicate with us; and 
enlighten some of our ignorance and resolve some q€ 
our doubts ?" 
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" Why do not you of the human race communicate 
with the inferior animals below yourselves V answered 
Zarah. " May it not be with them as with yourselves, 
that with all the will they have not the power ? In 
the same way that you continually have the desire to 
communicate with the inferior animals which inhabit 
your globe, but without being able to do so, because 
they have not the capacity to comprehend, or only 
dimly to comprehend, your meaning — so you also, 
from the want of an extra sense or faculty, may not 
be able to comprehend, or but dimly to comprehend, 
the instructions and warnings of other beings superior 
to yourselves, howsoever anxiously and earnestly they 
may be given, because you have not the same sense 
in common to enable them to convey and you to 
receive their communications." 

" These disquisitions," said the professor, " belong 
to the province of metaphysics, on which I am not at 
present prepared to enter further; but I should like 
to receive from you, if you will do me so great a 
favour, some information relative to the secrets of 
nature, into which the highly-gifted inhabitants of 
your planet have doubtless penetrated. For instance, 
how many eleiments in nature really are there, or is 
there only one V 

" I will explain the whole of it to you with plea- 
sure/' replied the planetanon. 



THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN* 129 

" I am delighted," said the professor, as he reple- 
nished his pipe, and settled himself in his chair. 
" Pray, begin at the very beginning." 

" In the first place," said Zarah 

But at this place, a knock at the door interrupted 
the conversation, and Margueret appeared with the 
announcement that dinner waa ready. 

The professor made some objections at first, for the 
interruption unluckily took place at the very critical 
point of time when, as he hoped, he was about to 
learn some secret which might enable him, perhaps, 
to take out a patent for a valuable invention which 
would redound to his fame and profit; but his wife, 
as the mistress of the house, was not inclined to sur- 
render her privileges on the present occasion, the 
more especially as she considered that her husband 
had had the handsome stranger quite long enough to 
himself. 

Partly to avoid an unseemly altercation before a 
stranger, and partly from habitual submission to his 
wife, the professor, though much annoyed, was obliged 
to assent to the postponement of the conference; and 
thus, the revelation of some of the secrets of nature 
which the planetarian was about to communicate was 
lost to the world — ^that is to say, to so much of it as 
the circumference of this globe comprises; — so mis- 
chievous sometimes is the interfereiiCfe oi VJtJkaX* i<ea!ksaii& 
K 
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sex whom the sages of the new planet had so wisely^ 
as they considered, excluded from their system. 

" Who is he?" whispered Margueret, eagerly, to her 
husband, as they left the library — " and where does 
he come from?" 

The professor reflected for a few moments; — ^his 
wife grew impatient. 

" Who is her she repeated — "some great person in 
disguise?" 

"Who is he, and what is he?" muttered her husband 
to himself; " that is more than I can tell !" And 
then, assuming a solemn expression of countenance, 
he whispered to his wife : — 

" It is a secret." 

" A secret 1" thought Margaret, as they entered the 
dining-room, " and I not to be told it ! I should like 
to know the secret in this house that I can*t ferret 
out, when I have a mind to it! A secret, indeed! 
I'll find out this young fellow's secret, or I'll die !" 

The consequences to Zarah of the University 
beauty's determined inquisitiveness will be related in 
a new chapter. 



CHAPTEB XIV. 



WOMAN S CURIOSITY, 



Zarah^ from his perusal of the books in the astro- 
nomer's study, had acquired some small portion <rf 
what the inhabitants of the earth have thought fit to 
designate, with a proneness to generalization in which 
their vanity is too apt to indulge, as ^^ worldly, 
wisdom." Thus instructed, he consequently made 
some reflections on the course which it would be best 
for him to adopt, in order to succeed in ike object 
of his travels; and he wisely concluded, that if the 
extraordinary virtues of his Magnet were tq be made 
known, he should lose all chance of regaining posses- 
sion of such a treasure. 

He determined, therefore, to keep that secret to 
himself ; and he thought it prudent, also, to conceal 
the fact of his still xetaining a ]^i\>\ou oi \»a icpccasx. 
k2 



132 THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 

privileges, as it would expose him to inconvenient 
curiosity which might interfere disadvantageously 
with his plans. 

It was discreetly, therefore, and with proper pre- 
cautions, that he commenced his inquiries; but he 
quickly made the discovery that neither youth, nor 
grace, nor learning, nor personal merits and accom- 
plishments, would avail him in his endeavours to gain 
intercourse with mankind, without that indispensable 
auxiliary called " money." 

He turned over in his mind, therefore, the means 
of procuring some of that mediiun of necessary com- 
munication called the "circulating mediimi." He 
observed that the metal " gold " was considered the 
most convenient substance for that purpose; and, as 
he had the power of transmuting metals, though in 
an inferior degree to that which he had formerly 
possessed, he had that key to the respect and affections 
of mankind at his command. 

But it was necessary, not only to possess the 
precious metal itself, but to possess it also in the 
divisions ^d shapes of the coimtry in which he hap- 
pened to be, before he could avail himself of its uses. 
To make a lump of gold, and to offer it for sale to the 
dealers would expose him, as he considered, to sus- 
picion. The best way would be to cast pieces of some 
metd easily fusible, bearing ttie SmYt^aieioiis of the 
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money of the country, and to transmute them into 
gold by the process which was familiar to him. 

With this object, he shut himself up in his chamber, 
having previously borrowed the necessary materials of 
the professor, and commenced operations. But it is 
not to be supposed that such a proceeding would pass 
unnoticed or uncommented on by the inmates of the 
house; much less that the curiosity of Margueret 
would allow the stranger to pursue such unusual 
avocations without observation. That curious yoimg 
lady, therefore, placed herself without ceremony at the 
keyhole of his chamber-door, when, to her surprise, 
she saw Zarah in the act, as it seemed to her, of 
" coining l" 

Frightened at the sight, she hastily sought her 
husband at the university, and told him of the fact 
that they were harbouring a fabricator of base money 
in their house, and that the forger might implicate 
them in his nefarious proceedings ! In her haste and 
agitation she spoke so loud as to be overheard by one 
of the students, who conmiunicated the news to 
another, and he communicated it to a third, who, being 
the son of the burgomaster of the town, ran off 
without delay to inform that magistrate of the strange 
story of a " forger," who had arrived in the town 
under very suspicious circumstances, and wkci ViSbAk 
come BO one knew whence or Ww, wA ^V^ ^^^ 
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carrying on his nefarious practices at the house of 
their respectable Professor of Laws ! 

The burgomaster laid down his pipe, summoned 
the town-guard, called his clerk, and followed by a 
large concourse of people of various grades among 
whom the story had spread abroad, and accompanied 
by all the students of the university, repaired to the 
professor's house. There they pounced upon the 
delinquent in the very act. There were the moulds, 
and there were the pieces of lead which had been 
cast in them ready for the finishing operation; and 
there stood the coiner caught in the very act ! 

There was no need of further proof; the fact spoke 
for itself The guilt of the criminal was evident ! 
Trial, under circumstances of proof so glaring, was 
only a form ; but as it was necessary for the dignity 
of justice, and for the fees of the officials, that the 
forms should be preserved, the criminal was at once 
lodged in prison, where he was submitted to the usual 
interrogatories. 

To tilie question of who he was? Zarah declined to 
give any answer. This was suspicious in itself. To 
the inquiry as to where he lived ? Zarah replied that 
his residence was at a distance. This was considered 
evasive. Being asked by the burgomaster, in a severe 
#oiie, Jbow he got his living ? he said that he lived by 
hia wita: there was a genet^X Tciettvoi^T^ ^\> >(!Dask 
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avowaL Being interrogated as to his object in pre- 
paring the pieces of leaden counterfeits in his pos- 
session, the prisoner declined to give any answer. 
This closed the examination. The town-clerk shook 
his head as he mended his pen, and observed, face- 
tiously, " that the gentleman was booked." The pri- 
soner was fully conmiitted. 

This ceremony having been conduded to the satis- 
faction of the authorities, the question began to be 
raised anew among the spectators, and especially 
among the women, as to who the interesting stranger 
was? 

" Such a gentlemanlike man !" observed one. 

" So young !" said another. 

'^ And so handsome !" said a third. 

" Do you think," asked a young woman with a large 
house-key in her hand, whom the town-clerk recog- 
nised as the waiting-maid of the professor's wife, and 
who had been despatched by Margueret to the town- 
hall to watch the proceedings — " do you think that 
they will be so cruel as to put such a nice young man 
to death r 

" As sure," said the clerk, " as you are the prettiest 
girl in Gottingen." 

This the town-clerk thought a hit : he was one of 
the abigail's admirers, and he trusted this his gaLLejut 
iUustratioB would be duly appreciated. 
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" What ! will they place him on a scaffold, and 
strangle him with a rope, as they were going to do 
to that ugly old man who cut the throats of the six 
little children]" 

" The very same," replied the clerk. " If it was 
the last yard of rope left in the town, it would be 
used for this purpose. We would take the very bell- 
ropes from the churches to do justice on this abomin- 
able criminal." 

" But the old man who murdered the poor children 
was forgiven," observed a serious-looking man in the 
crowd, dressed in a blue blouse, with a pipe in his 
tnouth, and his large features surmounted by a very 
little cap ; " the old man was reprieved." 

" The law is just," replied the town-clerk, senten- 
tiously, and flourishing his pen with appropriate 
oratorical action, " but it is merciful. We can for- 
give all things else, but when it comes to ' money,' 
that is another affair ! What is life worth, compared 
with money 1 When a crime affects property, it strikes 
at the very roots of society, and therefore cannot be 
forgiven. Forgers are never pardoned ; the young 
fellow must die." 

The clerk re-seated himself with much dignity on 
his stool. — The maid ran off to tell her mistress. 

The crowd dispersed, pleased with their own virtue, 
for all mankind are apt to cou-aidet >i)!afcTa&^^ ^il- 
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alted in proportion to the humiliation of others ; and 
filled with the pleasiirable anticipation of " going to 
see a hanging," — so gratifying is the excitement which 
the people experience at an execution — ^that is to 
say, when they are not the parties concerned. The 
burgomaster returned to his pipe; the town-clerk got 
down from his stool, and set off to make a small 
round of visits, to receive the congratulations of his 
friends on the result of the morning's work, and to 
expatiate on his own sagacity and care of the city's 
interests ; as he made no scruple to ascribe to his own 
activity the fortunate apprehension of one of the 
most audacious depredators that had ever appeared in 
Gottingen. 

In the meantime, Margueret remained in her 
chamber, meditating on the consequences of her 
curiosity. 

The case was serious. Margueret's thoughts were 
tumultuous and conflicting. Forging was certainly a 
crime; but then the stranger was so very handsome ! 
It was the duty of all good citizens not to shield 
such iniquitous persons from the punishment due to 
their delinquencies ; but then to be the cause of the 
handsome stranger's death, was a shocking thought ! 
Besides, her womanly feelings of tenderness and com- 
passion were aroused. Death is at all timea Cqax^^ 
even when it cornea to one coinioTVi8i>\5 Va. \ift^'>\s^ 
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such a death as would be decreed for a coiner of base 
money ! it was frightful ! And she the cause of it ! 
that idea was horrible ! She pictured to herself the 
pale, interesting face of the stranger, on the chair of 
death; his arms fettered; his blue eyes turned on her, 
for the last time, in mute upbraiding ; on her — ^his 
murderess ! She almost fancied that she heard the 
stifled sob of her victim, as his features became ago- 
nized in the pangs of death ! It was too much — she 
screamed with horror at the scene which her imagina- 
tion had conjured up, and almost fainted — ^but not 
quite ; women never faint when they are alone. 

Her waiting-maid, however, who heard her scream, 
ran to her assistance. She was fond of her mistress, 
as all waiting-maids are who have good wages — and 
perquisites. 

The present place was a very good one; for the 
abundant billets-doux which were addressed to her 
mistress by the sentimental students at the university 
produced an abundant harvest; and her maid was 
attached to her proportionably. Besides, this was 
quite a woman's question ; it was the case of a hand- 
some young man about to be strangled, for merely 
trying to make money! Why — ^that was nothing! 
With mistress and with maid it was a common cause. 
They put their heads together to try to get him off. 
What cannot the wits oi two -worcifisi ^q m Wwa ^€ 
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a handsome young fellow? They were detennined to 
save him — ^but how] 

That was the very question which they could not 
answer at the moment. But it was necessary to use 
despatch. There was no time to be lost ; for it is 
surprising how rapid the steps of justice are when a 
pimishment is to be inflicted! When a reward is 
proposed for a meritorious action, or for a life of 
good deeds, the dispensers of good and ill are never 
in a hurry; but in the contrary case they are scru- 
pulously anxious to avoid delay. A reprieve is con- 
veyed by a railway; but a warrant of execution is 
despatched by the electric telegraph. 

Margueret sounded her husband. The professor 
was in great perplexity : his own character, for pru- 
dence at least, was somewhat compromised. How- 
ever, he sent off a special messenger, to travel day and 
night, to the astronomer, to convey the painful tidings, 
and to learn further particulars of Zarah. The pro- 
fessor was anxious to bring forward "extenuating 
circumstances." 

As to who Zarah was, he was more puzzled than 
ever. 

His wife had not much faith in the efficacy of this 
attempt at helping the prisoner. She sat down with 
her confidant, and went to work seriously, with alL 
her mighty to bit on some plan to «».n^ \sflxi. ^s^^ 
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would throw herself with her hair dishevelled at the 
feet of the burgomaster ! But her maid said it would 
only put her hair out of curl, and she would have the 
trouble of putting it all in papers again. — She would 
kneel before the assembled magistrates, and implore 
the stranger's pardon! But her maid assured her 
that she would only have to get up again. 

" How was he to be saved, then V Her maid didn't 
know ; but she " felt confident," she said, " that so 
handsome a young fellow could not be put to death — 
the judges would never have the heart to strangle 
himl" This confidence comforted her mistress a 
little. 

" What has he done f said the maid. " Poor fellow ! 
suppose he did try to counterfeit ^" 

"Counterfeit!" said her mistress, a ray of light 
breaking in on her. 

" What great harm is there to counterfeit ^" 

"Counterfeit!" exclaimed her mistress; — "counter- 
feit !" she repeated, the word suggesting an idea. 
" That's it ! I will be a counterfeit ! It was through 
me that he has been placed in this jeopardy; it shall 
be by my means that he shall be saved !" 

" I will do anything," said the maid, " in the world 
to help him ! even if it was to risk a year's wages !" 

" There will be no risk, at all !" exclaimed Mar- 
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gueret. *' I'm sure we can do it ! Listen. While 
the burgomaster and all the people and gaolers are at 
dinner, I will go to the prisoner in the gaol ; and then 
he shall change clothes with me, and so, they will let 
him out, supposing him to be me — and then ^" 

" La ! ma'am, but then they will keep you in prison, 
and there will be a job !" 

" But they will soon let me out again. Besides, 
it will be such an heroic action ! All the university 
will ring with it. So romantic !" 

" But are you sure they will let you out again?" 
said her maid. 

" Certain ! The university students would pull 
down the gaol to set me free !" 

" Then I'll go and change clothes with him myself," 
said her maid, with enthusiasm; '^ although it will 
be very awkward without a screen, or something ^" 

" No," said her mistress, after reflecting for a few 
moments ; ^^ it was I who caused his imprisonment^ 
and it is I alone who will save him." 

" Just as you please, ma'am ; only, as I say — ^but, 
however, if there's no other way, of course one mustn't 
mind the awkwardness. But don't you think it will 
be better for me to go with you, to prevent miscon- 
Btructions ?" 

" Of course, I always meant that." 
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" Then, ma'am, I'll go and get your tLings ready 
this moment, for there's not a moment to be lost. 
What dress will you please to put on, ma'am ?" 

''It ought to be a mourning dress," replied her 
mistress, in a tragic tone, " for such a visit." 

''Mourning is so unbecoming, ma'am, to your 
style!" 

" Choose a dress for me, then, yourself; but let it 
be something subdued ; and, mind — 111 wear a black 
veil." 

" A black veil will have a very good effect." 

" And it will be useful for my plan," said Margneret 

" You would like to have a nice white handkerchief, 
of course 1 Will you use your best 1" 

" One with the common lace will do ; and they are 
larger than the others, which may be a convenience." 

" I see," said the maid — " to cover the face." 

" And by the bye, your great cloak with the capu- 
chin will be capital ! and I'll take a spare pair of your 
shoes and stockings — ^because — and it will be awkward 
enough, any way — ^however, we mui^t take things as 
they come, as the saying is. Gracious goodness ! we 
must be quick — there's the university clock striking 
half-past one !" 

Wrapped up in an ample cloak, to which the tem-i 
pestuous state of the summer weather gave counte- 
nance^ and accompanied \>y ^ex loaid, ^ftIlq trembled a 
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little when the moment came for action, both being 
provided with white pocket-handkerchiefs of cambric 
and cotton respectively, Margueret proceeded to the 
prison in which Zarah was confined. 

It was a gloomy-looking building, as such buildings 
usually are, if not in fact, from association ; and to 
which a tall tower was attached, containing, in its suc- 
cessive stories, unfurnished lodgings gratis for those 
who did not want them. Zarah was locked up in a 
strong room on the ground floor, lighted by a window 
latticed with bars of iron, whose closeness and thick- 
ness presented an impassable barrier from without to 
those confined within. 

In this cage, Zarah had been left alone by his 
gaolers, to meditate on the vicissitudes of fate, and to 
wait as patiently as he could till it pleased the autho- 
rities to take him out to be strangled — no very pleasant 
meditation. He examined the window and the iron 
bars; there was no hope of escape that way; he made 
a survey of the chimney; that was guarded in the 
same manner. Matters looked serious ; Zarah re- 
volved all the circumstances over in his mind. Had 
it been in the night when his seizure was attempted, 
he could easily have evaded his assailants. But it 
wasn't ; there he was ; his incarceration was a fact, 
great or little, as the affair might end ; but at present 
an ugly one. He could not compieYieiA ^"WX* \s>kS>{OLS^ 
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could have prompted the wife of the professor to be 
his accuser; he had fancied, the night before, that she 
had regarded him with a favourable eye. But women 
were proverbially capricious. He would, doubtless, 
have made a mental quotation from Virgil, and mur- 
mured, " Varium et mutabile semper foemina," only he 
had never read him ; not but that people may quote 
abundantly from authors in all languages, without 
having read them, nevertheless. But he began to 
appreciate more forcibly the wisdom of the sages of 
his own planet, in excluding such dangerous creatures 
from their system. The instance of the present one 
was decidedly mischievous. As he pondered on this 
illustration, the bolts of his door were withdrawn, the 
hinges creaked, the heavy mass of wood and iron 
swung back, and Margueret entered ! 



CHAPTER XV. 



WOMAN S GENEROSITY. 



The ruminations of the native of the new planet had 
by no means predisposed him to receive the visit of 
the young lady with enthusiasm. Prepossessed with 
the traditionary distrust of the sex inherent in his 
race, and suffering a practical illustration of the misr 
chievousness of their nature, he was inclined to regard 
the presence of one of them on the present occasion 
much in the same light as a native of the earth would 
regard a tete4t-tete with a wild cat in a saw-pit. 

Margueret was rather abashed at first, despite her 
usual boldness, and stood for nearly a minute with 
her eyes cast on the ground. (She had long eye-lashes.) 
Her maid edged herself a little behind her mistress, 
as was respectful and proper, with her handkerchief 
spread over her face, at the comet oi ^AscidtL^Vow^N^^, 
L 
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one eye waa visible, which took a rapid survey of the 
chamber, and a particular one of its inmate. 

The stranger looked handsomer than ever ; not at 
all like a coiner or passer of base money ; on ,the con- 
trary, there was a something in his air, which con- 
veyed the idea of a prince or some other person of 
distinction, in undeserved captivity ; and the sadness, 
bordering on melancholy, which was visible on his 
countenance, made him look doubly interesting. His 
eyes, too, although mild and touching, were so 
lustrous, that the dim dungeon appeared to be illu- 
mined by their flashes. Margueret felt them pierce 
to her very heart, and she turned her head from 
their gaze, which penetrated her with a secret awe. 
They seemed to radiate from a being of another world, 
rather than from one of human order. Almost fright- 
ened at their expression, she whispered in trembling 
accents to her maid : 

" Can it be a man ]" 

" La, ma'am ! how should I know ] But how hand- 
some he looks ! doesn't he 1 and oh ! what blue eyes !" 

Zarah had remained, after his firet surprise had 
subsided, in an attitude of polite attention, signifying 
that he waited for the honour of being informed of 
the purport of the lady's visit. Not being versed in 
the technicalities of the law, he supposed, at first, 
that as Margueret had been \aa aacviaei, ^\\ft had now 
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come in order to communicate to him the next stage 
of these very disagreeable proceedings. This suppo- 
sition hj no means increased his respect for the 
female sex in general, nor for the present specimen 
of it in particular. He was in this mood when Mar- 
gueret broke silence : — 

" You will be surprised," she began, " to see here 
one through whose precipitation you have been im- 
mured in this horrid dimgeon." 

" Very," replied Zarah, with freezing coldness. 

"But if you knew," continued Margueret, "the 
anguish which my indiscretion has caused me, you 
would indeed pity me !" 

Zarah thawed a little at this. 

" I little thought," she resumed, " that my private 
communication to my husband would be overheard. 
But I never would have mentioned even to him what 
I had accidentally observed, if I had known the 
dreadful doom " 

Here Margueret burst into a flood of tears ; her 
maid followed her example, but moderately, knowing 
well that it would be considered presuming for her to 
cry as much as her mistress. 

" Pray," inquired Zarah, " what is the ' doom' that 
you speak of, that awaits me ?" 

" I fear to tell it," sobbed Margueret. 

" It's too shocking," added t\ie maid. 
1.2 
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" Am I to be shut up in this place long V* 

" It's worse than that." 

"For lifer 

" Worse even than that." 

" Worser and more worser still !" said the maid, in 
a tragic tone. 

" What is it, then T said Zarah. 

" I fear to pronounce it !" sobbed Margueret. 

"But— speak!" 

" It is — ^but I cannot. It is — ^the worst !" 

" The very worst," echoed the maid. 

Zarah's looks asked for an explanation. 

" This way," said the maid ; and she performed in 
mimic action the last stage of the ceremony of the 
law. Then, as if she had strangled herself in the 
operation, she let her head fall on her shoulder with 
her arms hanging down lifelessly, and her white 
pocket-handkerchief trailing from one hand upon the 
floor. It was quite a picture ; her mistress envied 
her the attitude. 

" And it is you — a woman !" said Zarah, " who come 
to announce to me this doom !" 

" I !" exclaimed Margueret — " I am come to save 
you!" 

" Yes," echoed the maid, " we are both of us come 
to save you." 
^' Yes/' repeated "NLargvieTeXj*, "1 wsL^iSkfc, ivot as 
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the messenger of death, but the herald of freedom ! — 
and this is my maid who attends me." 

" I understand," said ZaraL " But what do you 
propose that I should do?" 

"I propose," replied Margueret — "but my pro- 
posal, perhaps, will surprise you." 

" Nothing will surprise me," said Zarah, encourag- 
ingly. He began to think that women, after all, 
were not so bad as the sages had represented them. 

"How shall I tell himi" whispered Margueret to 
her attendant. 

"Out with it at once!" 

" There is no other way for you to avoid the dread- 
ful death which the judges are preparing for you, but 
one. 

" Any way of avoiding the death you speak of," 
replied Zarah, " can hardly fail to be agreeable." 

" But you must make a woman of yourself," said 
Margueret. 

" Anything but that," said Zarah, with a start. 

" It's the only way," said the maid. 

" Then I will remain here, and die !" 

" But I beseech you," exclaimed Margueret, drop- 
ping on her knees, " do not drive me to despair, and 
make the remainder of my life one long and deep 
regret 1" 

" We both beseech you," said Toet ix\8k<^) ^a^^\si% 
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on her knees beside her mistress — "do, sir, make 
yourself into a woman for once, and mistress will 
make herself into a man for your sake; it's only the 
clothes!" 

" That is my plan," said Margueret. " You must 
dress yourself in my clothes, and then the gaoler, mis- 
taking you for me, will let you pass out, and so you 
will escape." 

" Is that alir said Zarah; " well, I see no harm in 
that. I consent." 

"He consents!" exclaimed Margueret; "and my 
soul is relieved from a load of black despair !" 

" Now comes the awkwardness," said her maid. 

There was a pause. 

" Which is to undress first?" whispered the maid to 
her mistress. 

" I didn't think of that," replied the other. 

" We shall never be able to manage it," said the 
maid. 

" It is to save a life," replied Margueret, heroically. 

"Well, then, take off your cloak; we must begin 
somewhere. Stay, if this cloak was spread over that 
great chair, we might contrive to go on behind it. 
But then there's the gentleman to undress, too ! Well, 
this is to be in a real quandary !" 

As the maid advanced with the cloak, Zarah ap- 
proached, and placing it over \v\s ^wiJA«t^, '^ ^^a 
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found ample enough, with a little stooping, to conceal 
effectually the principal part of his person. 

"I declare," said Margueret, "that this disguise 
will be sufficient as it is." 

" La ! ma'am, better go through with it all, now we 
have begun. Suppose the gaoler or somebody was 
to open the cloak ! Besides, look at his legs ! If the 
gentleman is to be saved, better leave nothing to 
chance. Now, sir — oh, no, it's you, ma'am, who are to 
go behind the cloak; and the gentleman can stand on 
the other side, and hold the pins as I give them to 
hfm over the chair. But — ^what noise is that 1 Mercy ! 
ma'am, there is some one at the door. I declare, 
ma'am, if that isn't your husband's voice ! Here's a 
mess ! Go, ma'am, go quick, — do, — behind the cloak, 
and leave me to manage for yoiL" 

The maid had hardly said this before the door was 
thrown open, and the professor of laws, in his blue 
spectacles, abruptly passed into the chamber. 

" You here !" said he, to his wife's waiting-woman ; 
— "what can be your business in this place — and 
with a gentleman who is a stranger to you ] I 
thought you were with your mistress. Where is 
your mistress gone f ' 

" I don't know," said the maid. 

" She left the house not an hour ago with you. 
Where did you leave her T 
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" It was mistress who left me. She's only gone to 
market, to buy some — some — some things that she 
wants." 

" I am just now come from the market, and could 
learn no tidings of her there." 

" Then, sir, it's morally impossible for me to say 
where mistress is ; but I'm sure I hope she will not 
come to any harm.'* 

" Is not that your mistress's cloak, which I have 
Been her wear V 

" That cloak, sir] that mistress's cloak ] No, sir; 
that's my cloak." 

"Do you wear two cloaks, then, when you go 
abroad ? And this," continued the professor, walking 
up to the one that was performing the part of a 

screen, " is so like " As he said this, he drew 

the cloak from the chair, and disclosed the person of 
his wife concealed in a crouching position behind it. 

" The devil !" exclaimed the professor to Zarah—^ 
" what is the meaning of this ]" 

Zarah received a sudden enlightenment from the 
tone and from the colour of the husband, for he was 
as yellow as if he had been transmuted into gold ; 
and various rapid thoughts passed through his mind, 
as to the aberrations possible in conjugal systems. 
" The sages of our planet were right," he thought to 
himself; but he said notYmig. 
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''Base transmuter of metals/' said the husband^ 
regarding him fiercely through his spectacles, 

" It's false r' said the maid. " I wont have my 
missus abused. The gentleman hasn't transmuted 
anything since we have been here ; and to say that 
my poor missus has been colleaguing to coin money 
or anything else, is wicked ! and you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself to say so !" 

Margueret covered her face with her hands. 

" Lost and wretched woman 1" the professor 
began 

" It's nothing but what's proper," said her maid, 
interrupting him. " I have come, too, on purpose to 
see that everything is conducted proper and decorous; 
and we were just this moment contriving ^" 

" Contriving what i and for what purpose, then, 
are you herel" said the professor, sternly, to the lady. 

Margueret got up, and encouraged by the support 
of her maid, who had been the witness of her inter- 
view with the prisoner, she stood erect, and replied to 
her husband, in the tone and attitude of a senti- 
mental heroine in a German dram^ : — 

" To do an heroic action I" 

Her husband shook hi» head, and put his hand 
dolorously to his forehead. 

" Yes," said the maid, " mistress came here to do 
an heroic action. It was slie w\io\\aA XJcl-^ xsjc^^iQ^sX^sfikfe 
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to cause the poor young gentleman's imprisonment, 
and so she determined to help him to escape; and so 
did I, too. There ! that's the plain truth — ^if the 
burgomaster was here to hear it." 

" The burgomaster is here to hear it," repeated a 
voice, which proceeded from no other than that dig- 
nified functionary, who had entered the chamber 
unperceived by the parties so anxiously engaged in 
the preceding scene: "the burgomaster is here to 
hear it," he repeated, " and, what is more, to prevent 
it. But I should have little thought the wife of the 
professor of laws at our university would have plotted 
the escape of a criminal, and a coiner of base money, 
too — although he is a good-looking young fellow," 
added the magistrate to himself; " but that doesn't 
excuse him, though it is, perhaps, a sort of an excuse 
for her. But we will put a stop to all this," he said, 
aloud. — " Here, Grimsdorf !" 

Grimsdorf, who appeared at this invocation, like 
an evil spirit, came forward. 

" We must find other lodgings for this gentleman," 
said the magistrate. "These are not airy enough. 
Besides, it is inconvenient for him to remain on the 
ground-floor. It is rather too accessible, and the 
prisoner will only be worried by the intrusion of 
strangers, who come to gape at him, out of idle 
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curiosity. Let him be conveyed to the strong room 
at the top of the tower." 

" Ay, ay," replied the obedient Grimsdorf ; " that's 
the securest place of any in all the prison; besides, 
it is pleasant and airy, and a gentleman has a 
prospect of the whole of the town, and the fields 
beyond it, too. The door would stand against any* 
thing but cannouHshot; and if a prisoner can get 
down from the turret, why, I say, let him ! A jump 
from that height wouldn't leave much of him hanging 
together when he came to the bottom !" 

" And as for you," said the burgomaster, addressing 
the wife of the professor, " take yourself home, and 
think yourself lucky that you had not carried your 
intention further into effect, or the town-council 
would have had to ask you some questions about it; 
and three years' imprisonment for aiding and abetting 
an escape is no joke: — and it's no joke, neither, for a 
young woman to be shut up with a handsome yoimg 
man in the town-gaol. By St. Anthony, I didn't 
know you were old acquaintances !" 

"Never!" said Margueret; "I never beheld this 
unfortunate gentleman before last night, when he 
came to my husband's house !" 

" Worse and worse !" exclaimed the burgomaster. 
*'What! is not the whole university of students 
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.enough to satisfy you, but you must throw yourself 
into the arms of a public depredator, whom you had 
never seen before in your life?" 

" I am miserable for ever !" said Margueret, burst- 
ing into tears, which now flowed fast and readily. 

" You're a brute ! you are," said the maid to the 
burgomaster, losing all fear of the magistrate in her 
zeal for her mistress's reputation and her own; 
" missus hasn't thrown herself into anybody's arms — = 
nor I neither; not but what there's plenty ready to 
have me, for the matter of that ! And all I say is 
this, that if you do take away the life of that poor 
young gentleman, just for nothing at all, you'll never 
be able to sleep quiet after in your beds ; and there's 
not a woman in the city that wont cry out against 
you — and " 

"There — that's enough," said the magistrate, 
pushing her out from the cell, from which Margueret 
and her husband had previously retired. "It's not 
women's tongues that I fear; I've heard enough of 
them (he was a married man). As to the young man," 
he said, speaking tg Margueret and her husband, " I 
pity him, of course; everybody's to be pitied that's 
going to be hanged; one wouldn't like it oneself! 
But things have come to a pretty pass in Gottingen, if 
forgers and coiners are to follow their trade imder 
ODe*a very nose, and no one to\ife\vasi%^^iQt \tr 
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The professor of laws, obeying the first law of 
nature — self-preservation — ^thought it most prudent 
to see his wife safe in his own house, before he 
returned to the prisoner to gain from him some 
explanation of the recent extraordinary exposure; 
his mind more perplexed thaji ever to understand 
who and what the stranger was, and amazed that he 
should have had the effrontery to attempt the fabrica- 
tion of base money at his own house with so little 
care for concealment in the operation. 

In the meiintime, Zarah was conducted to his new 
place of imprisonment; a loaf of bread and a jug of 
water (which are indispensable in such descriptions) 
were placed in his chamber; the massive door was 
locked, and secured on the outside with heavy bolts, 
and he was left alone to his reflections. 

His first care was to look about him. He found 
himself in a small circular room, around which were 
four narrow slits in the wall which served the purpose 
of windows, and from which the surrounding country 
on every side was easily visible. There was no fur- 
niture of any description in the. room, excepting a 
stool with two legs, the other having been wrenched 
from its socket for some purpose, and was lying 
in a corner. There was no fireplace, but on one 
side of the room there was an iron vessel, rusty^ 
and in a state of great j^pidaliou, nv^k^!^ Tjasc^ 
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judged had been originally intended to serve the pur- 
pose of a brazier. In another comer of the room was 
a door ajar, which led by a narrow staircase to the 
roof of the tower, to which Zarah immediately 
mounted. 

The height on which Zarah now stood would have 
rendered one less accustomed to such altitudes, giddy 
to look down from. But the eyes of the native of 
the new planet enabled him to discern with ease the 
countenances and the forms of the moving bodies 
below. He beheld more than one glass directed 
towards the top of the tower, for the news had already 
got abroad, that the prisoner had made a desperate 
attempt to escape, in which the name of the pro- 
fessor's wife was freely mentioned ; and Zarah smiled 
as he thought of the astronomer and his telescope. 
Then he thought of Angela; which led to many other 
serious reflections. 

His first essay in the search of his talisman had 
certainly been singularly unfortunate. With respect 
to Margueret, his opinions were fluctuating and con- 
tradictory. On the one hand, he could not easily get 
rid of the shock which his mind had received, when 
he learned that his betrayal had been the work of one 
of that sex against whose mischievous propensities he 
had received early warning; but on the other hand, 
the courage and generosity oi )i5a& T«^Ti\a3sit Mar- 
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gueret, in attempting his deliverance, and in exposing 
herself to danger for his sake, did not fail to produce 
a powerful impression on him in favour of woman- 
kind; and he hesitated to condemn the whole sex, 
finally, after this signal illustration of their brightest^ 
qualities, self-sacrifice and devotion. He deter- 
mined, therefore, to postpone his decision, until he 
had gained further experience; always reserving to 
himself the right to except Angela from the general 
condemnation, as he considered that she alone was 
sufficient to redeem all the women of the whole earth 
from the consequences of their capricious propensities. 

Softened with this thought, and more inclined to 
view the failings of the gentler sex with indulgence^ 
he cast his eyes down on an open space below the 
tower, where many workmen appeared to be busy in 
the erection of some framework of wood, of a curious 
construction. Considering this object attentively, he 
observed, that it consisted of a platform raised about 
ten feet from the ground, from one side of which arose 
a stout post ; and opposite this post was a peculiar 
sort of seat or chair. 

While he was speculating on the nature and uses of 
this accommodation, which, to judge *from the groups 
of people who were assembled round it, seemed to be 
an object of much popular interest, the pantomime 
relating to himself suddenly reciuxied \iO \i\& xmsA, ^sb 
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it had been performed by Margueret's waiting-maidj 
and he now began to understand, that the entertain- 
ment to be got up for the amusement of the public 
on that scaffold, was his own execution! Bather 
affected with the sight of this rehearsal, imperfect as 
it was, of the tragedy about to be acted, in which he 
himself was designed to be the principal performer, 
he turned away and retired from the parapet: but 
his thoughts for some time were by no means satis- 
factory. First, the legal authorities seemed to be in 
such a hurry, that they had erected a scaffold for his 
execution before he was formally condemned; and foi* 
anything he knew to the contrary, it might be the 
custom of these parts to strangle their criminals before 
they were tried ; and lastly, it was possible, that hia 
execution might be carried into effect before the set- 
ting of the sun. This last consideration, planetarian 
as he was, and superior to the inhabitants of the 
earth, gave him a queerish sort of feeling, and he 
remained for some time sick and qualmish. 

Nor did further cogitation tend altogether to re- 
assure him. For although he had every reason to 
believe that the power of self-transportation remained 
to him in the Umited degree of which he had made 
experience, yet it was possible, that even that re-» 
duced power had departed from him, exposed as he 
was to the fatal effects oi i^EciaX^ \TtSra£:\v(!,«Q. N<^ 
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could he fail to be impressed with a certain feeling of 
superstitious fear, that the two most important events 
that had occurred to him since his arrival on the 
earth, had been brought about through the instru- 
mentality of " women !" 

But these last considerations were frightful to 
dwell on ! If it should so be that the terrible penal- 
ties which attached to all those of his race who 
exposed themselves to the wiles and artifices of the 
female sex should now take effect in his own person, 
his doom was fixed: his attempt to fly from the 
tower at the setting of the sun would be fatal ; for if 
his power should fail him when he conamitted himseK 
to the air from that precipitous height, nothing but a 
death too horrible to contemplate could be the conse- 
quence of his fall ! 

His mind distracted with these gloomy apprehen- 
sions, it was with intense interest that he watched the 
sun decline in its course, not without a secret admi- 
ration of the increased size and superior brilliancy of 
that resplendent orb, compared with its appearance as 
seen from his own more distant planet. Never had 
the sun, however, appeared to him so slow in its 
apparent motion. But at last he saw it sink lower 
and lower, as it cast the shade of the prison-tower 
longer and longer on the earth ; he watched its red 
urc as it appeared for a brief space on«c \}DA\i«vissL^sNr| 

M. 
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of the horizon; admired the bright glory of its rajs 
before its departing light finally disappeared; and 
then that portion of the earth became rapidly wrapped 
in obscurity. 

It was not for some time, however, after the dark- 
ness had assumed the character of night, that Zarah 
could summon up resoluticMi to make the experiment 
of ids flight. At last, the sound of voices ascending 
the stairs made him fear that some new obstacle 
might arise before he could avail himself of the pre- 
sent opportunity to escape. With a secret prayer, 
and pronouncing the name of Angela, he sprung 
from the parapet. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



THE WIDOW. 



To his infinite joy, his flight was ohedient to his 
will ; and at once recovering his self-possession, and 
remembering that he had read in one of the astro- 
nomer's books that there was a nation among whom 
the possession of gold was considered the main pur- 
pose of existence, he directed his course towards the 
point where he knew that country was to be found, 
and in a short time arrived in Holland. Choosing 
an obscure part of the environs, of what he judged, 
from the widelynspread lights, to be a principal town, 
he alighted on the earth, and proceeding on foot to 
the houses, entered the city of Rotterdam. 

The first object that struck him was a tower; and 
remembering the one in which he had recently been, 
confined, he was prompted to Be^\L iox ^waa ^"Oasst 
m2 
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place of rest ; but, on second thoughts, as the weather 
was cold, and as he had no inclination for passing 
the remainder of the night in the air, he determined 
to seek some convenient lodging — ^having special 
care to avoid any one with a sexagenarian husband 
and a young and pretty wife. 

He walked leisurely, therefore, through the prin- 
cipal streets of the town, admiring the neatness of 
the houses and cleanliness of the streets, and won- 
dering at the number of broad ditches, which he 
afterwards learnt were called canals, which inter- 
rupted his progress at every step. He could easily 
have surmounted these impediments; but his recent 
experience had taught him caution; and he passed 
over the bridges, therefore, like an ordinary mortal. 
At last, he thought he had found what he wanted. 

At a large, substantial building, he saw the sign of 
two tobacco-pipes, displayed crosswise over a bottle 
of schnaps, signifying that accommodation for travel- 
lers was to be found within. He entered; and wad 
shown into a neat parlour, having a freshly-sanded 
floor, with a Dutch clock on the mantelpiece, flanked 
by a very fat Cupid, with his bow bent, taking 
aim at the flying hours with his arrow. On a side^ 
table were various white pipes of a prodigious length, 
^companied by an enormous tobacco-box. 
A waiter now appeared, yd. ^Nie '^e'wwcL <A ^ %Q^u»e 
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lad, who pronounced some words which Zarah could 
not understand. 

At this point, he suddenly recollected that he 
could not speak Dutch; and as that acquirement 
was indispensahle to his future proceedings, he was 
compelled to seek the means of supplying the 
deficiency instanter. Calling the lad to him, there- 
fore, he pursued the same process which he had 
practised on the head of the astronomer on the night 
of his arrival in Bavaria. The lad stared, hesitated, 
suhmitted his shaggy pole to the process, and then 
ran off to tell his mistress, that there was a traveller 
in the parlour who appeared to be insane ! but gen- 
tlemanlike and quiet-looking withal. He added, that 
the man was young, and dressed very genteely. 

The landlady was moved at this description of the 
stranger, and prepared to wait on him herself, in 
order to judge of the prudence of permitting such a 
person to remain in her hotel. She was a good^ 
hearted, motherly sort of woman, and was a widow; 
her husband having smoked his last pipe about three 
weeks before. This sad event had attuned her heart 
to melancholy; besides, he was a second husband, 
which affected her the more, as she was aware of the 
difficulty, under such threatening circumstances, of 
suitably providing herself with a third. This con- 
summation, however, was not allogeftiex ^\«ci^ Sx^so^ 
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her contemplations, as she was reputed to be well to 
do in the world; her business was thriying; and she 
was generally considered by the Dutch connoisseurs 
as extremely comely in her person, for she weighed 
eighteen stone if she weighed an ounce. 

With a subdued smile, partaking of the welcome of 
the landlady, and of the regard due to her weeds, she 
entered the sanded parlour. 

"Another woman already!** thought Zarah. 

The landlady courtsied : — ^the descent of her person 
was accomplished readily enough; its rise, however, 
was attended with a slight difficulty, which Zarah 
assisted with respectful alacrity. 

The landlady was charmed with the stranger's 
politeness. 

She looked at him inquisitively. No ! never had 
she seen so handsome a man ! 

Zarah regarded the landlady. No! never had he 
seen so fat a woman ! 

The landlady mistook Zarah's look of surprise for 
admiration. She hastened to get his supper, and 
waited on him herself, on purpose to feast her eyes 
on him. 

She did not sleep a wink that night. Before she 

went to bed, she looked out one of her colojired 

dresses, laced in front with red ribands. She thought 

she had worn her mourmug \oii^ enwx^^ besides, 
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it made the hotel look dismal. After a little re- 
flection, however, she retained her widow's cap; it 
was becoming ; and besides, it was an advertisement 

Zarah slept soimdly, and dreamed of Angela. 

The next morning he set himself to work, to learn 
tidings of the purloiner of his talisman ; he took the 
opportimity also to inquire into the manners and cus- 
toms of the country, with a view to write a work in 
three volumes post octavo, descriptive of the earth and 
its inhabitants, should it be his f ortime to return to his 
own planet; about which, since his misadventure, 
he already had some vague surmises. 

As he spoke Dutch fluently, although it made his 
head ache a little at first, he was universally regarded 
as a native, and the traders received him with an un- 
ceremonious civility that was not unpleasing. 

He was rather annoyed at the constant inquiry as 
to whether he wanted to buy anything, or had any- 
thing to sell; however, he made allowance for the 
ways of the place. 

As to literature and the arts, he found that they 
were universally at a discount. No Dutchman ever 
thought of writing books, which no Dutchman ever 
thought of reading ; and as to poetry — it was by no 
means suited to so plain-dealing and plain-speaking a 
people. They knew nothing of the figures of rhetoric ; 
they were acquainted with no ottieT &gax«aVSwNCL^ikjkQ!«A 
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contained in their ledgers. There was a tradition^ how- 
ever, among the best informed, that one of their coun- 
trymen had perpetrated a translation of a poem written 
by a person of the name of Milton, a native of a 
country called England, of which Zarah had already 
heard extraordinary accounts; but as the act was re- 
monstrated against by the people of that country, and 
as their Government intimated to the Dutch Rulers 
that it would be considered a ''casus belli" if the 
affront were persevered in, the translation was sup- 
pressed; and no similar aggression on foreign poets, 
so far as he could learn, had since been attempted. 

He found the Dutch, however, a very worthy set of 
people; if they did not make poetry, they made ex- 
cellent butter and cheeses, and what they wantfed in 
rhyme, they made up in reason. 

They held Zarah in very high estimation as soon as 
they understood that he was a foreign merchant and 
» dealer in gold bullion. They bought some lumps of 

dj which he had mada ^m some spare pieces of old 

ch he had found in the streets, and paid him 

r ; they ouly cheated him in the 

Bgie f but that temptation, in the case 

^aniyed from the colonies, was 

nothing of his talisnum. 
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inquiries for many days, without meeting with any 
hint or rumour to assist him. At last, tired of talking 
Dutch and eating red herrings, he determined to 
transfer himself to some other part of the globe ; and 
learning that a city called Paris was the resort of all 
nations, and had again become the great toyshop, as 
it had been the great plague of the earth, he resolved 
to visit it, in the hope of finding there some clue to 
the recovery of his treasure. 

He acquainted his landlady with his intended de- 
parture that very night, and as he had neither port- 
manteau nor carpet-bag (which the landlady thought 
odd) to encumber himself with, after a slight supper 
at the close of the day, he asked for his bill. 

It was brought to him, after a little delay^ by the 
landlady in person. 

The worthy dame had been exceedingly taken with 
the mild manners and gentle demeanour of her guest ; 
besides, he had a handsome countenance, and was of 
manly proportions ; not of the substantial rotundity 
which every Dutchman ought to possess — ^but that 
would come in time. There were some other points, 
too, about his condition, which interested her in his 
favour. He seemed alone in the world; she had 
never learnt that any one in Holland had known him 
before; nor could her most adroit interrogations — in 
which all landladies and landlords pioi^iov^a^^ ^-s.^^ 
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— extract from him any mention ai rdationis or 
Idndred 

These circimistances, in a Dutch and worldly point 
of view, were certainly against him; but on the other 
hand, his very loneliness and isolation rendered him 
more accessible, as she argued, to an advantageous 
proposition of a settlement for life. Besides — ^he 
really was a very fine man, and very handsome ! 
Such qualities, indeed, did not go for much with 
the generality of her countrywomen ; but her case 
was special ; she had buried two husbands already; 
she was fat, fair, and forty — ^and a widow; of all 
women, as Zarah afterwards declared, the most dan- 
gerous. 

Zarah took the bill in his hand : the landlady re- 
mained standing, with her hand resting on the table, 
as if oppressed with some secret weight of body or of 
mind. Zarah observed her distress ; he begged her 
to be seated. She sat down ; but either from phy- 
sical or mental compression, she expired from her 
breast a prolonged and prodigious sigh. 

Zarah moved his chair a little farther back. The 
widow made a similar movement with her own — ^but 
forwards. She looked at him with an indefinable 
expression. Zarah felt that a crisis was approaching, 
but of what sort was beyond his comprehension. The 
widow broke the ice. 
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" You are going ?" said she. 

" I am going/' replied Zarah. 

"BymaU?" 

"No." 

« By canal T 

"No." 

" You have no carriage 1" 

"No." 

The widow began to suspect^ that, after all, the 
poor young gentleman was of scanty means ; but this 
rather favoured her plans. 

" You are a Dutchman V* said she. 

" Can you doubt it, from the way in which I speak 
your language 1" 

« Of Dutch parents T 

"I do not like," said Zarah, "to speak of my 
parents." 

" Poor young man !" thought the widow. 

" I don't think you had many acquaintances when 
you arrived here ?" 

" I did not know a single person." 

" But you have relations 1" 

" I have no relations." 

"Nowhere?" 

" Nowhere." 

There was a slight pause : die widow ruminated. 
There was something strange and iiiy&\AT\<^\3i&\SL^(^sA&\ 
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" I believe," she resumed, " that you are a merchant 
from the colonies 1" 

" I have never been to the colonies," replied 2^arah. 

"Are you not a merchant, then]" 

" No." 

" Good Heavens ! then, what are youl" 

" I am nothing." 

" And without relations of any sort?" 

" It is so," said Zarah. 

" Then you are alone in the world ?" said the widow 
— ^here her voice grew more sentimental. 

" I am alone on this earth," replied Zarah. 

" And so am I," said the widow. " You know, per- 
haps, that I have lost two of the best of husbands?" 

" I have heard of the melancholy events," replied 
Zarah. 

" But what," said the widow, " can a poor woman 
do alone in the world?" 

Zarah made the usual gesticulations with his head 
and shoulders, to signify that such a question was 
more than he could answer. 

" We are both alone," resumed the widow, softly. 

Zarah looked at her inquiringly. 

" But — ^" said she, affectionately. 

"But what?" 

" If — ^*' she continued, tenderly. 
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** We two were to make one," said she, laying her 
hand on his arm, fondly. 

"Make one!" 

"Yes ! the man and wife — and then," said she, ad- 
vancing nearer to him, lovingly — " how happy might 
we be together !" exclaimed the widow, as she threw 
her arms round Zarah's neck. 

Zarah did not call out for help ; — ^he disengaged 
himself with as little brutality as possible from the 
widow's attack. Flinging down some money on the 
table to cover the amount of his bill, he seized his 
hat to depart. 

" Take back your money," said the widow : — " I'm 
thinking you have not got too much of it, and you'll 
be wanting it in your lonely travels through the 
world ! I'll not touch a penny of it. But you're a 
fool ; — and I am another, for the matter of that ! 
Though it's sad to see you roaming about, without 
friends and without money ! To refuse a woman that 
half Rotterdam would lay down their pipes for ! 
Well — ^you may go farther and fare worse! You 
wont change your mind? Go, then! and at any rate 
you shan't have an ill word from me at parting ! So 
Heaven bless you, I say, with your sweet handsome 
face; and may those eyes of yours never grow dim 
with weeping for want of the home that you might 
have with me I That's all tlie laansi \ ^wvsSsv ^wi>. 
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There — ^you may kiss me before you go, to show that 
I feel no resentment!" 

To this flattering permission, however, the barba- 
rous Zarah paid no attention. He regarded this freah 
specimen of womankind with a sort of curious amaee* 
ment ! and when the widow had finished her Vale- 
dictory harangue, he made her a farewell bow, quitted 
the house, and walked rapidly out of the town. When 
he had reached a convenient spot, he raised himself 
into the air, and directing his flight to the south, in 
a short time passed through the space that separates 
Rotterdam from Paris, and alighted on the heights of 
Montmartre, from which he obtained an admirable 
bird*s-eye view of the city by night. 

From the extensive circuit of the city which he 
could trace by the lights, he at once saw that he had 
arrived at a more considerable congregation of the 
inhabitants of the earth than he had hitherto visited. 
But as he was by no means inclined to spend the 
remainder of the night in the outskirts of the city, he 
at once proceeded towards its centre. On his way, h6 
entered a caf6, in which was an abb^ sitting before a 
chess-board, playing against himself. 

The moment Zarah entered, the abb6 invited him 

to play ; and Zarah, comprehending his meaning from 

his gesture, for he could not understand his speech, 

sat down; and as, from tiiie ^^\:i!i^ isAMitY which he 
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possessed of making the most intricate calculations at 
will, he was completely master of the game, having 
often amused himself with it at the astronomer's 
house with Angela, he astounded the Frenchman 
with the most rapid and unexpected check-mates. 

Hitherto no words had passed hetween them ; but 
the abb6, finding that he had no chance of the game 
with such an antagonist, relinquished it for conversa- 
tion. It was then that he discovered that his visitor 
could not speak French ! Zarah addressed him first 
in Dutch, and then in German. The Frenchman 
shook his head at the first, with manifest signs of 
dislike; but the German he understood imperfectly. 

Zarah requested permission to examine the abba's 
head. The abb6 smiled at this proposition ; but as 
he was aware of the enthusiasm of the Germans in 
favour of the science of phrenology, he consented; 
and Zarah contrived to produce the necessary 
magnetic circuit between the organ of language 
situate on the Frenchman's head and his own without 
exciting suspicion. Fortunately, the abb^ was a man 
of letters, and spoke his native tongue with the pure 
Parisian accent, so that Zarah avoided the transfusion 
of any of the patois with which the country abounds 
in the provinces. The possession of this language, 
however, gave him an odd sensation in his nose, whidi 
was rather a drawback on its facSiity ol ^il^c^^^^^^cu 
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• 

But the suspicions of the abb6, which Zarah*s 
phrenological operation had failed to excite^ were 
aroused disagreeably when Zarah began to conyerse 
with him in French, like a native. There was some- 
thing in the stranger's air, too, which puzzled the 
Frenchman ; it was perfectly well bred, but it was not 
French. And on questioning him, he ascertained 
that he had that moment arrived at Paris, but by 
what conveyance the abb6 could not learn ; but as 
the abbe knew there was no public conveyance that 
arrived at that hour on the heights of Montmartre, 
and as the traveller did not come in a private carriage, 
the only other means by which he could have come 
was on his legs. 

This latter supposition was the more likely to be 
correct, as the abb6 found out that the traveller had 
no lu^age ; but he observed that Zarah's dress 
was unsoiled, his shirt-coUar unrumpled, and that 
his boots did not exhibit an atom of the dust which 
must unavoidably have accrued on the boots of a 
pedestrian. In addition to all these remarkable dr^ 
cumstances, the abb6 contrived, by a series of adroit 
questions, to extract from Zarah that he had no pass- 
port 

This confirmed and increased the abba's suspicions; 

and various rumours having been recently noised 

abroad^ as usual, of a pVot \^ ^^^dsssasss^ the Eong of 
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the French, the abb6 was seized with the idea that the 
mysterious traveller was a secret emissary of revo- 
lutionary conspirators. He hastened away, therefore, 
to give information to the police, with an exact de- 
gcription of Zarah's person : — " Nez moyen" — 
"cheveux blonds" — "yeux bleus et tr^s bleus," &c. 
Zarah, little suspecting the danger which was awaiting 
him, and not being aware of the perils consequent on 
being ''sans passeport," got into a cabriolet which 
overtook him on the road, and presently found himself 
in the Place Vendome. 

Here he got out, and surveyed some of the principal 
streets to discover an hotel to his liking. As he was 
looking about him with the air of a stranger, which 
the sharp eyes of the Parisians so quickly detect, he 
was accosted by a female elegantly dressed, who in a 
most ladylike manner, and with a modest air, " begg^ 
pardon for taking the liberty to address him." 

Zarah could not fail to be struck with the singu- 
larity, that he, a native of a planet from which women 
were excluded, could never stir a step without being 
assailed by one of them ! And now, at the moment 
of his arrival in Paris, his first encounter was with one 
of the female sex ! 

With his mind still suffering from the shock of the 
widow's assault on him at Botterdam, his first impulse 
was to refuse unceremoniously to YioV^ ok^ ^^«^ ^^oSSbl 
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the lady. But the young girl's regard was so timid — 
for Zarah judged that she could not be more than 
twenty years of age — ^her look was so supplicating, 
her figure so seducing, her black eyelashes that de- 
scended from her Madonna eyelids, moistened as they 
seemed to be with the tears of sorrow, were so very 
long; — in short, Zarah's compassionate heart was 
touched. Much as he stood in fear of all woman- 
kind, he could not refuse to lend the attention which 
was so humbly asked of him by the interesting girl 
before him, whose looks seemed to supplicate what 
her plaintive voice dared not ask. Besides, she was 
very pretty. This last and general consideration in- 
fluenced the native of the new planet more perhaps 
than he was aware of 

The French young lady, seeing that she had secured 
the ear of the gentleman, spoke as follows : — 



CHAPTER XVIL 



THE MOTHER. 



" Monsieur," said the Madonna-like beauty, " I fear 
you will consider it strange that I should disregard 
the usual ceremonies of society in thus addressing 
you ; but your distinguished appearance inclines me 
to place confidence in your goodness, although I have 
not had the honour of your previous acquaintance." 

Zarah could not help feeling flattered with this 
mark of confidence, although proceeding from a 
woman, and he encouraged the timid lady to proceed. 

" I am the daughter," she continued, of a distin- 
guished officer of the army, who lost his life in the 
service of his country." 

Zarah involuntarily bowed to the daughter of the 
distinguished French officer who had lost his life in 
the service of his country. 

k2 
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The lady continued : — 

" I have resided with my mamma since my father^s 
death (here the lady applied a cambric pocket-hand- 
kerchief delicately to her face, and slightly brushed 
her long eyelashes) in a distant province. My mamma^ 
monsieur, in addition to the loss of my father, has 
suffered the extreme privations of the most humble 
means ; and it has only been through my industry 
that she has been able to procure the common neces- 
saries of life j and, latteriy, illness of a most serious 
nature has increased our domestic misery !" 

Zarah expressed suitable commiseration for the 
young lady's mamma. 

" Oppressed with this new misfortune, and urged 
by the increasing illness of my poor dear mamma, for 
our means were too scanty to obtain the requisite 
medical assistance, I resolved to repair to Paris, to 
solicit a small pension, in consideration of my late 
father's services. It was a bold, and, perhaps, im- 
prudent step for a young lady tenderly brought up to 
venture alone to this wicked city !" 

Zarah agreed that it was very bold. 

" But what will not filial affection enable a child to 
perform !" 

Zarah expressed by his eyes how much he admired 
this instance of filial affection. 
The afflicted lady seeoie^ ^XxvjlOsl m>5k ^«air ex- 
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pression; and it was a few moments before she could 
resume her narrative : — 

" It is only an hour ago since I arrived." 

" I am only just now arrived myself," said Zarah. 

" Indeed !" The daughter of the distinguished 
French oj0&cer again reflected for a few moments ; — 
then she went on : — 

" Figure to yourself, monsieur, my embarrassment, 
when I learnt, on my arrival — that my friend — a 
lady — ^a most respectable elderly lady — on whose 
protection I relied, had left Paris only last night for — 
for— Italy !" 

" It was most unlucky," said Zarah. 

" And thus, monsieur, I find myself alone and un- 
protected in this vast city, without a friend, without 
even an acquaintance, and even without hope ! — ^if I 
had not the good fortune to meet with a gentleman 
whose noble air and benevolence of countenance, my 
heart tells me, will not refuse to succour the afflicted !" 

Zarah felt considerably embarrassed himself; but 
there was a something in his manner that assured the 
young lady that he would not refuse to succour the 
afflicted. 

The lady again reflected for a few moments : — 

" If you would only condescend, monsieur," she 
continued; " to allow me to conduct you to my poor 
mamma, who is now lying in a inift^t«W^<^ ^^wx^\»^ V 
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fear at the point of death, in the Bae des Fetits 
Amours " 

" I thought," interrupted Zarah, ^ joa said that 
your mother was in a distant province T 

" Was ! yes, she was. I fear, monsieur, my grief 
makes my language incoherent !'' 

Zarah thought it did — ^rather — 

" I forgot to say, that dear mamma, at the last 
moment, would not allow me to go alone. She ac- 
companied me, I ought to have said — ^but I am not 
less deserted and alone ! The journey so exhausted 
her, that it was with difficulty she could be got up 
the stairs and placed on a bed, from which, alas ! 
i^e is destined, I fear, never to rise again !'* 

^ Is it far to where your poor mamma is now 
lying r 

" Only a step ! a cab will take us there directly," 

There was a cab in sight. The pair got in. The 
driver regarded the lady, as Zarah thought, with a 
peculiar and affectionate look. Zarah remariLed it; 
BXkd his companion caught the expression of his 
countenance : — 

" These cab-drivers," she said, softly, "hxv'emidx 
kind hearts ! He sees that I am in sorrow i" 

Zarah was glad to meet with a cabman so iender- 
liearted, and he seo^ly resolved to give him a double 
fare. 
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'* This is the house^ monsieur/* said the lady. 

Zarah pulled from his pocket a handful of coins, 
consisting principally of gold ducats, and selecting 
some French money, with which he had provided 
himself at the caf6 at Montmartre, he paid the cab- 
man with the liberality of an Englishman. 

The cabman pouched the coins ; thanked his fare 
with enthusiasm ; winked at the lady ; and drove 
o£ 

Zarah thought the grimace of the cabman odd — 
but every country has its customs. He had observed 
also that the lady's humid eyes had glistened at the 
moment when he displayed his ducats — ^but, doubtless, 
she was thinking of her mamma ! 

The young girl preceded him up stairs, to show 
him the way. He could not help noticing that she 
had a veiy pretty foot and ankle. In fact, the 
staircase was steep, and in mounting au sucieme, his 
conductor was obliged to twitch up her dress some- 
what in order to avoid treading on the flounces. 

" This is the door, monsieur." 

Zarah entered. There was a single light burning in 
the room, which was empty; before he could look 
round, the lady was gone. 

" She is gone," he said to himself, "to pr^are her 
' mamma' for the interview." 

Nothing could be more &TQS&.^^<^^9a^\j^^'^e)»s^ 
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the chamber in which Zarah found himself. He 
looked through the window, which opened over an 
enclosed yard beneath. Walls rose on each side, and 
the cavity resembled a sort of well Zarah had pity 
for the occupants of such a wretched dwelling. 

As he thus stood, he heard a noise behind him. 
He turned round, and saw the figure of a man 
in the doorway; the man entered, closed the door 
behind him, and regarded Zarah with an inquisitive 
eye. 

Zarah, on his part, looked at the man. He observed 
that he was of about the middle age, with an immense 
quantity of black hair, and ferocious whiskers which 
reached round his throat in a luxuriant bush. His 
dress consisted of a blue blouse, which covered the 
whole of his person, thick boots moderately blacked, 
and a small leather cap which contrasted disagreeably 
with his large and coarse features. 

" Serviteur, monsieur," said the man, taking off his 
cap ceremoniously to Zarah. 

Zarah acknowledged the salutation by a similar 
movement of his hat. 

" Sorry to keep monsieur waiting," said the man. 

"You are acquainted with the unfortunate con- 
dition of the young lady who accompanied me 
hither 1" asked Zarah. 

'^Perfectly," replied t\ie mswa., ^^asosM^^ Zaiah's 
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apparel from head to foot^ with an anxious expres- 
sion of countenance. 

"Does her poor mother wish to see me?" said 
ZaraL 

" Time enough. Perhaps monsieur would like to 
amuse himself with a little game at cards till the 
lady is ready." 

" I never play," replied Zarah. 

"Oh!" The man now coughed rather loudly; 
and presently another man appeared. 

" Comrade," said the first, " monsieur says he 
never plays." 

"That's unfortunate," said the other, looking at 
Zarah, and running his eyes over his clothes, as the 
first had done, and resting them especially on the 
space hetween the shoulder and the waistcoat pocket. 
" Is the gentleman provided 1" he said to the first, in 
a significant tone. 

" Can't tell," replied the man in the blouse. 

" If you mean provided with money," said Zarah, 
I have sufficient for the relief of the sick lady." 

" That's lucky," said the comrade. 

"Shall we ask the captain to see if the lady is 
ready ?" said the man in the blouse. 

" It will be safer," replied the other, with another 
significant look. 

Zarah began to wonder at tiiesae «\iT«ii<^<^ cfc\^\s\ss^<»^* 
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The man in the blouse half opened the door, and 
whistled. 

A third i^peared. 

" The gentleman says, he never plays cards," said 
the blouse to the captain— who having entered the 
room, carefully closed the door behind him, and 
stood with his back against it — ^^ but he says he has 
the money." 

Zarah now began to suspect that the dedgns of 
the three men, who had introduced themselves into 
the room thus suspiciously, were hostile. 

" Where is the lady," he asked, " whom I accom- 
panied hither ?" 

" Which of 'em was it 1" asked the captain of his 
comrades. 

" The daughter of the distinguished officer," said 
the man in the blouse, with a coarse laugh. 

The captain did not laugh; on the contrary^ he 
looked very serious. 

" Better let the gentleman know at once what we 
want of him," said he. 

" What do you want ?" said Zarah. 

" Only your money," said the captain. 

" Have I been betrayed, then, to this place !" 
exclaimed Zarah. As he said this, he advanced to 
the window, and pushed it open. 
^^No noise," said tiae mBaoi m ^2bfc \^^salb — iKYing 



THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 187 

his haxid on Scarab's colkr, and producing a long- 
handled knife, with a pointed blade — "if 70a wkh 
to leave this place alive." 

The two others produced similar weapons; and 
while one grasped Zarah's arm on the other nde, the 
third stood menacingly in front. 

" Close the window," said the blouse. 

The captain shut it. Zarah's hope of escape was 
now at an end. 

^ Where is 1^ lady," he asked, with the desire to 
gain time, ** whom I cam<e to see f 

"G««nmonr replied the blouse; ^'it's us you've 
come to see. Now, how is it to be ? Quiet 1 — or are 
we to use our tools 1" 

The only reply diat Zarah made to this was by m 
sudden effort of powerful strength to disengage him- 
self from the grasp of the two who held him, at the 
same kbxte that he shouted for assistance. In ihe 
struggle that ensued, the light was extinguished, and 
the ruffians were afraid to use their knives, lest they 
should strike one another; besides, they thought 
themselves strong enough to master their victim 
without resorting to that extremity. 

" Stay !" said the captain, pausing, " whait noise is 
thatr 

" By St. Antoine," exdaimed the blouse, " it's the 
guard — ^the girl has split l" 
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" They will force the door in another minute," said 
the captain. What's to be done f 

"Throw him into the yard," said the blouse; "we 
will say he threw himself out of the window — ^how 
could we help it 1 Besides, they may never look for 
him below, and then we can hide him with the 
others." 

" Quick, then, open the window — away with him 1" 

The window was thrown open. The men took 
Zarah in their arms, who, to their surprise, made no 
resistance, and each thought the other had given him 
the mortal blow — ^and cast him into the depth beneatL 

Zarah had only to exert the power which he 
possessed to escape the threatened death. He allowed 
himself to fall for a short distance, and then rose into 
the air. He alighted again, almost immediately, on 
the roof of a neighbouring building, to consider his 
next step ; and shocked, confused, and indignant at 
the treachery of a woman so young, and apparently 
so artless and undesigning, who had lured him to 
probable death, he remained for some time absorbed 
in bitter reflections. 

" These, then, are the pestilent creatures," he said, 
in mental soliloquy, "for whom I had begun to 
conceive an earthly affection ! I now see more 
strongly the wisdom of our legislators in excluding 
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them from our world ; and great has been my folly 
in exposing myself to their pernicious snares !" 

As he spoke these words, he beheld in a distant 
quarter of the city a bright flame shoot up, then a 
thick smoke arose, and presently the whole sky was 
lit up with a brilliant illumination. 

Zarah watched it for a short time in silence ; he 
observed that the light increased rapidly ; and then 
dark clouds of smoke again arising obscured all 
objects, and were blown by the wind over the quarter 
where he was resting. Curious to learn the cause of 
such a conflagration, Zarah took advantage of the 
obscurity of the smoke, which enveloped a portion 
of the city, and raising himself from his seat, 
transported himself to the scene of interest, where, 
favoured by the artificial darkness, he alighted without 
observation amidst some trees not far from the spot. 

He had scarcely touched the earth, when the 
temporary obstacle which had smothered the flames 
became itself ignited, and the sheets of fire blazed up 
fiercer than ever, while a mingled shout of terror and 
admiration arose from the tumultuous crowd which 
had assembled round the burning building. 

And now was heard a fearful shriek, which pierced 
the ear even above the loud cries of the populace ; 
and Zarah, who penetrated into the midst of the con- 
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fusion, beheld a woman with frantic gestures pointing 
to a high window at the top of the building, at which 
appeared a child screaming with terror, and holding 
out its little hands in supplicaticm to the gazing crowd 
below ! 

The cries of the people were suddenly hushed at 
this sight, and no noise was heard save the crackling 
of the fire, which was now more distinctly audible, 
and the solitary wail of the mother, as she beheld the 
flames licking the lofty walls of the edifice, and raging 
towards her child. 

All gazed with horror! but there was no help. 
So terrible and certain seemed the danger, that no one 
in the vast crowd could dare to face the fury of that 
terrible furnace which was raging before them. In 
vain the mother implored on her knees, with tears 
and sobs, for some one to venture to save her child ! 
She promised high rewards, heaps of gold, — all that 
she possessed ! She would have given her rank, her 
titles, if she could have transferred them by her will — 
herself — all ! But in vain ! More than one, stimu- 
lated by the rewards, and prompted, also, by the desire 
to save the innocent child who was about to become 
a prey to the flames, rushed forward, and attempted 
to force a passage ; but the glowing heat, the fierce 
fire, and the blazing timbers, drove them back 
ecorched and affrighted. 
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All hope now seemed lost, when suddenly the 
lamentations of the mother ceased. Zarah saw that 
she turned deadly pale ; hut in an instant of time, 
and without speaking, she disrohed herself of the 
rich but gauze-like dress in which she was outwardly 
arrayed, and snatching from the hands of one of the 
crowd a woollen cloak, which was willingly tendered, 
she wrapped it round her body, and darted into the 
house. 

The flames were before her, and above her, and 
around her, and the fiery sparks fell in showers on 
her head ; but still she strode on over the burning 
timbers, and presently was lost to view. And now 
the crowd became still more hushed, and each indi- 
vidual spectator held his breath in suspense as he 
saw a dark form appear amidst the flames, as it 
successively passed the window of each floor; but no 
one expected to see that form descend alive ! 

But now another scream is heard, which is an- 
swered from one with a feebler voice ; the mother 
has clasped the child in her arms and covered it with 
her cloak ; the form descends, but more slowly, and 
it seems, that the mother's feet are tottering ! But 
no ! the form is seen again at a lower stage, and a 
murmur begins to rise among the multitude — ^the 
suppressed cry of mingled fear and hope. Once more 
the form is seen ! It is the last Bteygi^. '&\3^»'Ql<^'^ ^ 
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huge mass of blazing timber, with an astounding 
crash, disengages itself from the burning roof ! There 
is a cry of horror from the crowd ! But the moment 
after the mother is seen again at the spot where 
once the threshold was. She faints and sinks ! The 
flames encircle her ! But now a man starts from the 
crowd ; he rushes into the burning mass and bears 
back in his arms the heroic mother and the child, 
and both are saved ! 

The man was Zarah. Thrice already had he at- 
tempted to rescue the child ; but some persons who 
were around him had held him back ; but the last 
time he had burst from them ; and when he returned 
successful with his burthen, the crowd cheered and 
pressed about him with loud praises and congrattda- 
tions. At the same time his pocket was picked of 
his watch and pocket-handkerchief, and when he 
attempted to retire, after the mother and child had 
been conveyed to a place of shelter, he was forcibly 
detained by the same persons who had before laid 
hands on him, and told that he was their prisoner ! 

" By what right do you lay hands on me ?" said 
Zarah, indignantly — for the events of the night had 
stirred up his blood, and he was disposed to resist 
the aggression with determination. 

"Par la Loi," said the sergent de ville. "Did 
you not arrive in Pans ttda m^lit V^ 
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" I did," said Zarah. 

"And you stopped at the Cafi^ des Arbres, at 
Montmartre V* 

" It is true," replied Zarah. 

" Where you played at chess with an abb6 V 

" What of that ?" 

" And you did not arrive by the diligence ?" 

" I never was in a diligence in my life." 

" Nor by a private carriage ?" 

" No," replied Zarah. " But what is the meaning 
of all these questions ?" 

" You will see presently," said the sergent. " Will 
monsieur have the kindness to say from what place 
he came last ?" 

" From Rotterdam." 

"And did monsieur walk from Rotterdam to 
Paris?" 

" It does not matter how I came," said Zarah. 

" Excuse me, monsieur, but it does matter very 
much," said the sergent. "Will monsieur be so 
good as to show his passport ?" 

" I want no passport," replied Zarah. 

" Monsieur is mistaken ; passports are very useful 
things, and indispensable in this country. I am 
sorry to be compelled to treat a gentleman with 
seeming discourtesy — especially as it is monsieur's 
first visit, as monsieur is pleased to ^«»:^ , ^^ ^^'^ 
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has done us the honour to make to Paris — but 
monsieur must consider himself under arrest, on 
a grave suspicion, which will be communicated to 
him in due course by the proper authority." 

" Are you, then, about to convey me to a prison ]" 
said Zarah. 

" Only to a place of safe keeping, until monsieur 
shall give an account of himself, and especially shall 
inform Monsieur le Prefet who monsieur is, and what 
is his occupation." 

" Go on," said Zarah. 

The cortege moved forward. 

Zarah now found that three soldiers with fixed 
bayonets were added to his attendants from a neigh- 
bouring " poste : — " 

He looked at the muskets. 

The sergent replied to his mental interrogation as 
if it had been pronounced aloud : — 

" Loaded," said the sergent. 

The party continued to move on, Zarah in the 
midst. 

Presently they reached the station in which be was 
to be confined till the morning, when he would have 
to undergo the regular judicial interrogation. 

" What is the hour f ' asked Zarah. 

" Three o'clock ; in about an hour it will be day- 
break." 
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" There is yet time," thought Zarah. 

They arrived at the station; a door was opened; 
Zarah entered a court-yard, and the door having been 
closed, those in his immediate vicinity relaxed in 
their vigilance, as his person was now considered safe, 
the walls of the court-yard being very high, and 
fortified with iron spikes for greater security. 

Zarah peeing that the attention of those about him 
was confined to the space in his rear, advanced forward, 
which he was allowed to do unmolested. Cautiously 
directing his steps to where the court-yard was most 
obscure, he suddenly turned the angle of a projecting 
part of the building, and immediately putting in 
exercise his magnetic power of motion, he darted into 
the air, and soon found himself beyond the walls of 
the city. 



o2 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE VILLAGE COQUETTE. 

The signs of the coming day warned the aerial 
traveller that the hour was approaching when his 
power would be at an end until the return of dark- 
ness; observing a thick wood beneath him, he 
descended to the earth a short time before the rising 
of the sun, and alighted near a natural fountain. 

His mind was still bewildered with the conflicting 
emotions of the preceding night. He contrasted the 
abominable treachery of the creature who had betrayed 
him to her nefarious associates, with the heroic 
devotion of the mother who had dared the horrors of 
the most dreadful death to save her child ! Indigna- 
tion and disgust still rankled in his heart at the 
baseness of the first, but his soul still glowed with 
admiration at tlie devotion oi ^^\«s^i\ What was 
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he to think of the character of the female sex ? To 
condemn them, as the legislators of his own world 
had condemned them 1 or to consider them worthy 
to be the companions and helpmates of man, and, in 
the language of the earth, "to aid him in his pilgrimage, 
to cheer him in his struggles, to soothe him in his 
sorrows, to be the idol of his earthly worship, and to 
counterbalance by the ministering of her affection the 
mortal cares which man is heir to ?" As he thus 
wavered, his thoughts recurred to Angela; the im- 
pression of what he had suffered became more 
and more indistinct, and the memory of the first and 
only woman whom he had ever loved, alone engrossed 
his imagination. 

This made him muse on the condition which she 
had imposed on his return; and then it suddenly 
occurred to him, that the disagreeable adventures 
which had befallen him in Paris had made him 
forget the purpose of his visit there. But his dis- 
inclination to return to the scene of his betrayal was 
so strong, that he determined to quit the country, for 
the present at least, and continue his researches in 
other lands, which he determined to lose no time in 
exploring. 

For he felt more than ever desirous to recover 
possession of his talisman — at one time, for the 
purpose of returning to his native ^VasifcV^ sssA^ ^ 



198 THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 

another, for the sake of fulfilling Angela's condition — 
as the experience of the fickleness and frailties of 
women, and his admiration of their virtues, alter- 
nately possessed him. 

While thus musing over sweet and bitter thoughts, 
the faint and rosy light that precedes the dawn of 
day, gradually revealed to his view the beauty of the 
spot where he was resting. It was an open space in 
the forest, formed of verdant turf, and luxuriant with 
wild flowers, which, like an oasis in the desert, con- 
trasted pleasingly with the dense masses of the trees 
around it. The birds now began to plume their 
wings, and the lowing of herds and the bleating of 
sheep on one side of the wood, reminded him that he 
was in an inhabited and populous country. He 
arose, and advancing to the fountain, drank a long 
draught of its delicious stream. 

Its waters cooled and refreshed him, and he pre- 
pared to set forward in the direction of some smoke 
which now appeared above a low copse of trees, where 
he judged he should find a human habitation. 

As he was about to leave the fountain, he beheld 
a young girl approaching, with a pitcher in her hand, 
to the spot where he was standing. Not wishing to 
be seen until he had made up his mind what part to 
assume, he retired behind the rocky mound from 
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which the stream was flowing ; and concealed by the 
odoriferous shrubs, awaited her departure. 

The peasant girl, whose original tint of brown had 
been rendered still darker by exposure to the sun and 
air, drew nearer to the fountain, and listlessly set 
down her pitcher. 

There was an artlessness of manner in the young 
peasant girl that struck Zarah as diflerent from the 
artificial demeanour of the inhabitants of the towns. 
The contrast pleased him ; and he regarded her with 
more complacency than he had hitherto regarded any 
one of the female sex — Angela, of course, excepted ; 
— while the freshness of the morning, the quiet of 
the country, and the beauty of the forest scenery, 
soothed his mind and calmed his troubled heart 

Suddenly, raising her head, as some sound seemed 
to strike her ear, she hastily regarded herself in the 
clear mirror of water which was collected in a natural 
basin of stone close to the fountain, and made an 
impromptu toilette of her hair. Zarah observed that 
notwithstanding the coarseness of her complexion, 
she had handsome features; her eyes were dark, full 
and sparkling ; and her luxuriant hair, which was 
tastefully gathered up in a knot behind, rivalled 
the raven's wing in blackness. 

Having completed her little arrangements, she 



200 THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 

again surveyed herself in the fountain, and, seemingly 
satisfied with the result, she leaned in a negligent 
attitude against the rock as if unconscious of the 
approaching footsteps which were now distinctly 
audible. 

Soon a young countryman appeared, who after 
looking around him, drew near to the same spot. 

The girl remained still, as if absorbed in the con- 
templation of the bubbling fountain. 

" You here, Kosalie," exclaimed the youth, " so 
early ?" 

These words, " so early," revealed to Zarah that 
this was not the first time that the youth and the 
maiden had met together at the fountain. 

The girl pointed to her pitcher. 

" You see," she said, " what brought me here." 

Zarah doubted it. 

There was a silence. The youth seemed shy, the 
girl indifferent. The youth looked at the pitcher, and 
then at the girl, and seemed inclined to proflPer his 
services to fill it. The girl kept her eyes steady on 
the fountain. At last, taking the vessel in his hands, 
he looked at her again : — 

"Shall I fill the pitcher r 

"Thank you. Sir," she replied; "I can fill it 
myself." 
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At the word, " Sir," the youth reddened, and, with 
a hasty movement, replaced the pitcher on the grass. 

Zarah saw the whole story at once — there had been 
a lover's quarrel. 

" There was a time," said the young countryman, 
" when you used to say that the water never tasted so 
sweet as when I drew it from the fountain." 

The young girl coloured, and seemed uneasy : — 

" It*s no matter," said she. 

At this moment a woodcutter came in sight. His 
ruddy complexion, his free limbs, and joyous face, 
were such as might have won the heart of any village 
maiden. He sang a blithe song, £is he rapidly drew 
near, and played with the axe, the emblem of his 
occupation, as he tossed it to and fro in his hands. 

" I see," said the young countryman. 

He turned to go away despitefully, but the girl 
arrested him with a look. He stood still, glancing 
alternately at the woodcutter and the girl. 

« This," thought Zarah, " must be a rival." 

" Good morning, Kosalie," said the woodcutter, 
his features brightening up at the sight of her. " I 
expected to find you here." 

" You will always find me here, Philippe," replied 
the girl, " about this hour in the morning ;" and as 
she said this, she smiled. 
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The brow of the young countryman clouded^ and 
his eye grew dark. Zarah read his thoughts ; 
Philippe " expected" to find her here ; expected I 
then it was an assignation ! and she had smiled on 
Philippe, but she had not smiled on him. Zmrah 
watched the denouement with curiosity. 

" And you, Jules," said Philippe, in high good 
humour ; " have you no greeting for your friend V* 

" You have had greeting enough," answered Jules, 
glancing angrily at Rosalie. 

" Come, man, give me your hand. We are friends 
still, are we not T 

Jules turned sidlenly away. 

" Are you going, Jules ?" said Eosalie. 

Jules had taken a few steps in a direction from the 
fountain, but at the voice of Eosalie he stopped, 
and with his head turned towards her doubtfully, re- 
mained still. 

" Go, man," said Philippe, laughingly ; " we can 
do without you." 

Jules turned his eyes from Eosalie, with a quick 
movement, and regarded Philippe with a morose ex- 
pression. 

" Nay, man," said Philippe, " don't scowl at me. 
I fear neither you nor your black looks." 

" Do you think I fear you f rejoined Jules, con- 
temptuously. 
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" Because you gave me a fall in wrestling — ^and it 
was nothing but the ground that tripped me — I'll 
hold to that till I die — do you think you are to 
crow over me whenever you meet mel Look to 
yourself, when we try again — that's all I say." 

" We can try now," said Jules, turning round, and 
confronting him. "Will you have another fall?" 
Here he looked at Rosalie. Rosalie turned away 
her head, and readjusted her hair, although it did 
not want smoothing. 

" You have no stomach for a bout at single-stick," 
said Philippe, tauntingly. 

Jules snatched up a stake that lay at his feet, and 
advanced towards the other. 

" This will do as well," said he. 

Rosalie continued to smooth her hair. Zarah 
understood the little drama. The young men had 
been friends, were now rivals, and she was a village 
coquette. 

The two young men stood opposite each other in 
a threatening attitude. One word from Rosalie 
would have saved them — ^but the exercise of power 
is sweet ; and vanity blinded her to the impending 
danger. 

"You knew," said Jules to Philippe, angrily, 
" that we were betrothed." 

" My right is as good as yours " Tei^ll^^ ^ii'ei ^^o^- 
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cutter — his axe trembling in his hand with emo- 
tion. 

" You are a false friend, and a traitor !" retorted 
Jules. " You have used arts and treachery 1" he 
continued, raising his voice, and brandishing hia 
stake violently. 

The young girl now looked anxious, but she did 
not yet stir. 

Zarah, who feared some fatal catastrophe, from 
the excited gestures of the irritated rivals, started 
from his concealment ; but he was too late 1 ■ Jules, 
in flourishing his stake, had struck the other in the 
face, and the blood gushed from the wound. The 
woodcutter, stung by the insult, and losing all 
control over his passion, raised his axe in the air, 
swung his arm round his head, and sprung at his 
antagonist. Rosalie uttered a fearful scream, and 
rushing between the combatants, to defend him 
whom she really loved, received the fatal blow, and 
fell to the earth. 

It was the work of an instant ; the blow was too 
fiercely aimed! — ^the keen edge had entered deep 
into her temple — she was a corpse ! 

Fired to madness, Jules dealt blow after blow 
with his heavy stake at the head of the other, before 
Philippe could recover from the temporary stupor into 
which the sacri&ce oi "EU)a«X\ft\iai^<i»athim ! Zarah 
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in vain attempted to stay his hand. The wood- 
cutter fell on one knee^ confused and stunned. Jules 
struck him another blow — and the woodcutter 
dropped; while the other frantically continued to 
wreak his vengeance on the shattered skull of his 
rival — who never stirred again. 

At last, the maniac seemed to recover his recollec- 
tion. He knelt down by Rosalie; she was dead — quite 
dead. Then he flew to the woodcutter, and tried to 
raise him up ; but the aspect of that bruised and 
shattered mass was horrible ! Then he held his own 
head between his hands, and shut his eyes for a space, 
as if to recover from some frightful dream. But the 
terrible reality was too visible before him. 

" She whom I loved," he exclaimed, in pitiable 
accents, " dead 1 and my friend killed her ! and I 
have murdered him ! Oh ! fearful passion ! Oh ! 
more wretched rivalry ! But now ! what is left for 
me 1 Death — only death ! Death for all ! As we 
have lived, so will we die together !" 

Saying these words, he bounded madly away^ 
uttering fearful cries, and disappeared in the depths 
of the forest. 

" This, then," said Zarah, who remained aghast at 
the tragedy which had been enacted before his eyes 
— " this, then^ is one of the evils of the passion of love ! 
and this is woman ! Our sages ^ex^ Yi^\»r 



CHAPTER XIX. 



JEALOUSY. 



But, as if it was fated that Zarah should continually 
be exposed to personal difficulty and danger through 
the instrumentality of one of the female sex, he pre- 
sently found himself involved in a fresh embarrassment. 
The garde champ^tre, in going his rounds, came to 
the spot where he was busy examining the bodies of 
the victims. 

Zarah had first directed his attention to the poor 
girl; but life was utterly extinct. A small gold locket 
suspended by a coloured riband from her neck, had 
disengaged itself in her fall from her bosom ; on it 
was engraved the initial "J." As Zarah stooped 
over the body, holding it in his hand, the "garde** 
who was joined by another from an opposite quarter, 
ran up, and jud^ng from appearances, instantly seized 
bim as the assassin. 
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It was in vain that their prisoner protested that he 
had been only a spectator of the scene ! His captors 
pointed to the blood on his clothes, which exhibited 
itself in evidence against him. It was in vain that ' 
he assured them that he was even at the moment of 
his seizure engaged in the attempt to resuscitate the 
girl ; the guards shook their heads ; they had caught 
him, as they thought, in the very act of securing the 
booty. 

He declared to them that he could not possibly 
have borne any ill-will to the deceased, for he had 
not arrived at the spot more than an hour from Paris. 

" From Paris 1" exclaimed the " garde;" "this is too 
much ! Paris is more than a hundred leagues off f 

Thus his very power of motion had exposed him 
to an irremovable suspicion of falsehood. 

Finally, they asked him who and what he was, and 
desired to see his passport. 

He had no passport. This was conclusive. 

More persons had now arrived at the fountain from 
the neighbouring farm-house which was attached to 
" the chateau " of the district. One of them ran off 
to tell the dreadful story to others, and soon a con- 
course of farmers and labourers was collected, who 
viewed the prisoner with horror. Zarah was now 
bound and conducted to the chateau, as a place of 
temporary security. There he waa \oA^g;e^ Vsv ^ ^\x<Qra.^ 
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room, under the roof, where they searched him rigidly. 
The production of the gold ducats, which was a foreign 
coin unknown in those parts, produced a sensation; 
but their appearance, under such circumstances, 
operated still further to his disadvantage, as they 
were set down to the account of some robbery that 
he had committed in a foreign country, with the 
fruits of which he had escaped, as they concluded, to 
France. Care was taken to remove from his person 
every implement by which he could do harm to 
himself or others; then they unbound his hands, and 
left him to his own reflections. 

He was kept in this durance during the whole of 
the day, until orders should arrive from a higher 
authority for his disposal. They had the humanity, 
however, to supply him with food — " him," as they 
said, " who had no humanity for others !" But the 
most signal infliction of the extremest severity of the 
law was devoutedly desired, as a gloomy solace to the 
revolted feelings of those whom "the wretch" had 
outraged, by a crime so sanguinary and savage ! and 
the people pacified themselves for the moment with 
the conviction that, guarded as the prisoner was, 
within and without, his escape was impossible. 

It may easily be supposed, that during this second 
incarceration by the hands of men, the inhabitant of 
the new planet longed mote «cd^\i% than ever to 
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recover his talisman, in order that he might fly from 
the earth, from its inhabitants, and from its women 
especially, for ever ! 

Zarah, however, much pained and mortified as he 
was with the recent tragedy which he had witnessed, 
had no fear for his personal safety. But he waited 
with impatience for the close of the day. 

It came at last ; but not before the father of the 
wretched Jules had broken into his presence, to 
upbraid him with the death of his son, who had cast 
himself from the distant precipice of a waterfall, into 
the foaming cataract — ^in despair, as the father said, 
for the death of his betrothed, whom the prisoner 
had destroyed. Zarah made no reply to the dis- 
consolate father's reproaches; but he thought within, 
himself, after the exhibition of the heartless caprices 
of the village coquette, that death for the old man's 
son was the happier portion ! 

The sun now sank down — ^the earth became over- 
spread with darkness ; and Zarah, availing himself 
of the pretext to speak to the seigneur of the chateau, 
to get rid of his guard from the inside of the 
chamber — ^who eagerly caught at the idea of the desire 
of the prisoner to confess his crime — pushed open 
the window, and flew into the air. 

He still continued his flight towards the south, 
and after a long transit, he arrived aX) ^•fe c»^^^s^ <A 
P 
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Spain. Here^ after a brief obfiervation of the 
neigbbourhood, be aligbted on tbe roof of a 
castle, at one extremity of tbe city, wbere be rested 
for awbile, in order to take a leisurely survey of tbe 
locality. 

Casting bis eyes towards a balcony opposite, be 
observed, tbrougb tbe interstice of tbe closed sbutter, 
tbe figure of a female, in a black mantle, witb a 
dagger in ber band. Stimulated by curiosity, and 
as tbe street below bim was in darkness, be trans- 
ported bimself to tbe balcony, and looked witbin tbe 
cbamber. 

Tbe female was young and liandsome, exquisitely 
sbaped, and witb eyes of fire, wbicb sbone fortb with 
all tbe voluptuous ardour of Spanish beauty ; but, 
as Zarab thought, there was a mingled glare of 
ferocity in their expression, which revealed some 
evil passion. 

She was alone, and seemed meditating. At last, 
with brows bent, and witb lips compressed, she 
muttered lowly some few words, which he could not 
bear ; then, clutching her dagger with agitation, she 
seemed to summon up courage for a desperate deed, 
and left the room. Zarab saw her through tbe open 
door, which led from it, ascend a staircase. Quickly 
transporting bimself to the next story of the bouse, 
be saw there another iemsSLe, ^o oi «s.Q^ite beauty, 



THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 211 

but fair^ not dark, and with the hair and light ejes 
of a more northern clime. 

£7 her side sat a young and handsome cavalier ; 
a guitar was in his hand ; but it seemed that the fair 
one listened more to his words than to the music of 
the guitar. Engrossed with each other, they did not 
observe the entrance of the dark lady, whom Zarah 
had observed in the room below with the dagger in 
her hand; but now the dagger was concealed. 
When the pair caught sight of her, they started like 
guilty things ; the cavalier hurriedly laid aside his 
guitar, and stood up; his companion moved away 
from him to the other end of the couch. 

The dark lady advanced solemnly, and, without 
speaking, sat down between them! 

The cavalier changed colour, and his fair com- 
panion breathed quick. The lady in the dark 
mantle broke silence. Zarah understood her per- 
fectly, having long since made himself master of 
Spanish at the astronomer s house, to please Angela, 
who admired the majestic character of that noble 
language. 

" I disturb you, I fear," said the lady in the black 
mantle ; '' the presence of a third person in these 
cases is sometimes considered an intrusion." 

The fair lady blushed; the cavalier bit his lip, 
and twanged one of the stringB oi t\k& ^\juc. 
p2 
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" I demand of you, senor," the black mantle said, 
with vehemence; " if you have not sworn to be true 
to me to the death ? Have I not sacrificed all for 
you ? — ^home — ^parents — ^kindred — all ! Answer me ! 
— have I not done it T 

" This is frenzy, Zoraida," said the cavalier ; " your 
absurd jealousy blinds you ; and why do you force 
yourself into my house unannounced, and '* 

" Uninvited — ^you would say," replied the other, 
with a forced laugh ; " true — such visitors as I am 
are not invited !" 

" What have you to complain of V said the 
cavalier, with a galling indifierence of manner. 

The black mantle pointed to the beautiful fair girl 
who had crouched herself up at the extreme comer 
of the couch — ^but said nothing. 

" Nonsense !" said the cavalier. " Your jealousy 
of every woman you see me with makes you blind. 
But this is a scene which must not last any longer. 
Permit me to suggest to you the propriety of retiring 
— even motives of common delicacy " 

The lady in the black mantle turned of a deathly 
paleness : — 

" I will," she said, " when I have fulfilled my 
mission." 

" What is your mission ? Pray, senora, put an 
end to this,** said ttve ca^«2iiet,^\as^\Hi^ derisively; 
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" and allow me to say, the sooner the better, for you 
must observe I am particularly engaged," 

The dark woman started up : — 

" This is my mission !" she exclaimed — " to show 
to the world what the traitor must expect who betrays 
a Spanish maiden ! This is my mission, and heb 
revenge T As she pronounced these words, she sud- 
denly raised her hand from imder her mantle and 
plunged the dagger into his breast. 

Zarah uttered a cry of horror 1 

" Who is there without ?" said the cavalier. 
" Clotilde, fear nothing. The serpent has failed in 
her sting. It is a mere scratch, and will ever serve 
to prove that my love for you is as great as my in- 
difference and contempt for her," 

" You are too hasty in your contempt !" exclaimed 
the exulting Zoraida. " I, too, knew well that the 
feebleness of woman, upon which man reckons to 
betray her with impunity, would not suffice to fulfil 
an insulted woman's vengeance ! Know that the 
dagger is poisoned !" — Then, with a wild laugh, and 
before the astounded gallant could make any move- 
ment to detain her, she rushed from the apartment. 

" Another specimen of love and woman !" said 
Zarah to himself : — " The plot thickens." 

The cavalier in the meantime had sunk on the 
couch. 
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" The dagger poisoned T he exclaimed, faintly — 
" this is, indeed, a terrible revenge ! Clotilde, I have 
only two hours to live, — ^you surely will not desert 
me ? I may trust that you will remain to receive 
my last breath 1 Eemember that this stroke was 
aimed, through me, at you !" 

Clotilde sat speechless, as if thunderstruck. But 
presently she clasped him tenderly in her arms, and 
whispered in his ear, with an accent of intense love, 
which Zarah, however, overheard — 

" You shall not die ! I know the remedy ! Quickly 
lay bare your breast — I will suck the poison from the 
wound, and you shall live !" 

" No !" said the cavalier, for faithless as he had 
been in love, there still dwelt strong within him some of 
the courage and generosity of the Spanish gentleman : 
— " No, Clotilde, I will never consent to that ! Never 
shall it be said of one of my race, that he dis- 
honourably purchased his life by the sacrifice of 
another — ^and that other the woman whom he loves 
as I do 1" 

But as he said this, exhausted and faint, — for 
already the fierce and subtle poison had begun its 
work, — ^he fell back insensible. Clotilde tore open his 
vest, applied her lips to his breast, and with all the 
eagerness of devoted love, sucked from the wound the 
poisonous venom. 
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Zarah beheld the act with a feeling of admiration 
which thrilled through his frame : — 

" Oh, woman !" he exclaimed, " how fierce in your 
hate ! but how sublime in your love ! Our sages 
were right to guard our race from the many perils 
that you expose us to ; but may they not be wrong, 
to deprive us of the exquisite delight of being the 
objects of the devotedness of your affection V* 

Shocked at the scene which had greeted him on 
his entrance in the Spanish capital, he had no in- 
clination to prolong his stay. He remained a single 
day to make the necessary inquiries for the recovery 
of his talisman, but meeting with no success, he de- 
parted at nightfall, and, changing his course, directed 
his flight towards the east, where he met with new 
adventures. 



CHAPTEK XX. 



REASON AND MADNESS. 



Crossing the space of the Mediterranean which 
separates Spain from Sardinia, he passed over that 
spot of land as unworthy of his attention, and con- 
tinued his flight till he reached the main land of the 
peninsula of Italy. At this point, he was attracted 
by the light of a burning hillock of earth, which he 
afterwards ascertained was Mount Vesuvius, and at 
the same time, he perceived a wide-spread cluster of 
houses on the margin of the sea. He descended, 
and found himself in the centre of the city of Naples. 
He had no difficulty in finding accommodation for 
the remainder of the night, and the next morning 
he commenced his inquiries after the object of his 
travels; but although he found in the cabinets of the 
curious a great variety at imxietski^cal specimens, 
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he could gain no intelligence of his talisman^ nor 
discover any trace of the remarkable character who 
had unknowingly made off with it in a manner 
which must have so much astonished him. 

He resolved, therefore, to lose no more time in a 
place in which all his researches were fruitless, but to 
continue his course eastward ; but as he was obliged 
to defer his departure until the shades of night 
appeared, he took advantage of the delay to traverse 
once more the principal streets, and to take a last 
look at the magnificent bay on which the city is 
seated. 

He had been congratulating himself on the 
cleverness with which he had avoided any intercourse, 
beyond casual and distant civilities, with the lan- 
guishing Italian sirens, of whose voluptuous tempera- 
ments and seductive arts he had heard and read such 
vivid descriptions. But as if a destiny pursued him, 
he found that he was not to be allowed to leave that 
abode of pleasure and idleness without a further 
experience of the ways of women. 

As he sauntered along, thinking of his future plans, 
he heard the melancholy sound of a single toll of a 
cathedral bell. After a certain interval, the sound 
was repeated, and was continued for some minutes 
in measured strokes. At this lugubrious sound, he 
observed an unusual stir among t\i<fc -^^o^'a^ ^^ 
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" Ay — ^will they," repKed the fisherman, " though 
she carried all the contessas of Naples in her single 
person. If the judges had been wives instead of 
husbands, it might have been different ; but, you see, 
the chief judge was a married man himself, and 
didn't know whose turn it might be next, if the game 
wasn't checked. So it was all proved, and they had 
the fine lady as snug as a fish in ia net ; not all her 
money and jewels could save her." 

" I thought that everything was possible with 
money," said the lazzarone. 

" Not always, Scipio ; money can't make a stale 
fish a fresh • one. This contessa, you see, threw 
her net very cleverly ; but there was a mesh want- 
ing." 

•* What was the poison that she gave to her hus- 
band V inquired the lazzarone. 

** Ah ! that is kept secret. I suppose the judges 

tliooght, if it came to be known, half the women of 

i^aplas would be after the same game." 

" l>idii*t ah^ler to poiBoti the girl, too V* 

'* Slier d^^^^kUkou^rh poor Annetta was a sort 

W tdioty ^^^^^^^m had sense enough lefb not to 

ni^t th^^^^^^^^H ^1^ bad taken up with her. 

flliine for that — ^they know 
the wind blows l" 
iked the lazzarone, " that the 
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listless lazzaroni crawled from beneath the shade of 
the porticoes, the itinerant vendors of iced water 
covered up their lumps of snow and suspended their 
cries, the fruit-sellers ceased to slice their melons, the 
men grew suddenly serious, and pulled their broad- 
brimmed hats over their brows, and the women looked 
meditative, as if the solemn tolling of the bell con- 
veyed a personal warning to themselves, while all 
hastened in a continuous stream towards a central 
point, to which Zarah followed them. They soon 
arrived at a palazzo near one of the extremities of 
the city, and Zarah then became aware, by the pre- 
parations which he saw before him, of the reason of 
the popular excitement ; it was an Execution. 

While he stood gazing at the apparatus of death, 
reflecting on the preparations for a similar spectacle 
which he had witnessed from the parapets of the 
tower at Gottingen, at which, however, the principal 
performer — namely, himself — ^had been found wanting 
at the most important point of the drama, he became 
acquainted with the cause of the present scene by a 
fisherman, dressed in the picturesque costume of his 
caste, and one of the lazzaroni who was dressed in 
nothing, in the course of a brief conversation which 
took place between them ; — 

" Will they really put her to death," asked the 
iazzarone of the ^shermaa, ^^ «sid ^he a contessa f 
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" Ay — ^will they," replied the fisherman, " though 
she carried all the contessas of Naples in her single 
person. If the judges had been wives instead of 
husbands, it might have been different ; but, you see, 
the chief judge was a married man himself, and 
didn't know whose turn it might be next, if the game 
wasn't checked. So it was all proved, and they had 
the fine lady as snug as a fish in ia net; not all her 
money and jewels could save her." 

" I thought that everything was possible with 
money," said the lazzarone. 

" Not always, Scipio ; money can't make a stale 
fish a fresh • one. This contessa, you see, threw 
her net very cleverly ; but there was a mesh want- 
mg. 

" What was the poison that she gave to her hus- 
band 1" inquired the lazzarone. 

" Ah ! that is kept secret. I suppose the judges 
thought, if it came to be known, half the women of 
Naples would be after the same game." 

" Didn't she try to poison the girl, too V* 

" She did ; but although poor Annetta was a sort 
of idiot, do you see, she had sense enough left not to 
trust the w}fe of the man who had taken up with her. 
No, no ; leave a woman alone for that — ^they know 
well enough which way the wind blows !" 

" And is it true," asked tiie laaaasoTv^/^ H5w^^^ 
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girl lost her wits through the treatment of the con- 
tessa*s husband V 

" I'll tell you how it was, Scipio, as I had it from 
the wife of the count's steward — she buys fish of me, 
and her tongue always runs like an iron cable of one of 
the big English men-of-war when it gets imstoppered 
— ^nothing can stop it when it once sets a-going, till 
it runs itself out." 

" But how was it, then T 

" Why, you see, the count met her in the country, 
and pretended he was a young noble, free and happy, 
and all to himself — that is, that he wasn't married ; 
and the girl believed him ; and then he promised to 
marry her — and you may guess the rest; young 
blood is warm, especially imder our sun of Italy." 

" But there was no great harm in that," said 
the lazzarone ; " that's done every day." 

" But there was harm, Scipio ; for when the girl 
found out the truth, after she had left her home, and 
when the count, too, forsook her for another, as 
always happens in these cases, why then, you see, the 
girl took on so that she lost her wits ; and well, per- 
haps, it was that she did, after what she had lost 
before." 

" See !" said the lazzarone, " the priests are in 
sight — ^the procession is moving on — ^the ceremony 
28 about to begin." 
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" Well, they may do it by themselves, for what I 
care," said the fisherman. " IVe no mind to see a 
woman put to death, this or any other way." 

" But it's exciting," said the lazzarone — " it rouses 
one up ; and if there's a sight to be seen, why 
shouldn't one see it?" 

Zarah, whose taste was similar to the fisherman's 
in such matters, had already turned away; and 
sickened by the anticipation of the coming scene, he 
made haste to escape from the neighbourhood, and 
directed his steps towards the beach. The fisherman 
followed him. 

When he reached the sea-shore, he looked out on 
the glorious Bay of Naples. The sunbeams illumined 
the waters — the vessels looked gay with the flags of 
many nations — ^pleasure-boats, with joyous parties, 
were disporting here and there — ^it was a joyous 
scene. All is joyous at Naples, whether it is a 
marriage-feast or an execution. 

As he looked round, he saw, at a little distance, a 
young girl, fantastically clad, sitting on a fragment 
of rock, close to the water. At the same moment, 
the fisherman, who had come up close by his side, 
caught the expression of his eye. 

"Yes," said he, pointing to the girl — "that is 
Annetta." 

" She often sits there," he added, " g;aaMi%i<crtVwsre!. 
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on the wide waters — no one knows why. The 
priest will not have her disturbed ; he says it soothes 
her ; for the vastness of the ocean, I heard him say 
once, is an emblem of eternity. 

Zarah approached the girL She took no notice 
of him at first, nor of the fisherman ; but presently 
she raised up her eyes, and looked with a wandering 
air into Zarah*s face. 

" It is not him," she said. 

" She seems always looking for some one," 
whispered the fisherman. 

Zarah looked at the girl ; certainly, he thought, 
he had never seen a more perfect specimen of the 
female sex ; her exquisite beauty concentred all that 
was fascinating of the form and features of Italian 
loveliness. The native of the new planet pitied her 
fate. He remembered that he had at his command 
unbounded wealth, in his power of making gold ; and 
he observed that her garments were dilapidated and 
mean — denoting poverty. 

" Is she in want ?" he asked aside, of the fisherman. 

"She is insensible to wants of any kind, poor 
thing," replied the fisherman ; " whether it shines, 
or whether it clouds, or whether it's calm, or whether 
it blows, it's all the same to her now — ^poor girl !" 

" Give her this gold," said Zarah. 
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" Annetta," said the fisherman, kindly, " his ex- 
cellency gives you this gold." 

Annetta took it — ^gazed on it — ^let it fall to the 
ground, and then resumed her fixed gaze on the sea. 

" There are some troubles, you see, signore," said 
the fisherman, " that gold cannot cure." 

The fisherman was a philosopher, without being 
aware of it. 

" But her mother, signore, would be glad of it ; 
for she can hardly make a shift to buy her 
daily macaroni, and this poor girl is a sad burthen 
to her ; it's as much as she can do to keep a home 
for her." 

At the word " home," the idiot girl started up ; it 
was almost the only word that made any impression 
on her. Without speaking, and without regarding 
those who were close to her side, she bent her way 
towards one of the outskirts of the city. 

A thought here suddenly struck Zarah, which he 
wondered had not occurred to him before. 

" Let us follow the girl," he said to the fisherman, 
"and I will endeavour to render her home more 
comfortable." 

" Willingly, signore," replied the fisherman. 

As they walked along, side by side, the girl pre- 
ceding them, they met many of those who had been 
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present at the execution — which was now over — and 
the talk was loud and noisy among the gratified 
spectators, of the demeanour of the criminal, and the 
perfection of the arrangements. The girl could not 
fail to hear the various comments of the people on 
the justice of the punishment, and the heartlessness 
of the poisoned count, in which her own name was 
freely mentioned. 

" Will it not agitate her to hear of this f said 
Zarah. 

" Not a bit," replied the fisherman. " Poor thing] 
she understands nothing now that is said to her — 
she is mad ! but, as you see, quite quiet and harm- 
less." 

They reached the girl's humble dwelling; a sort 
of instinct always led her back to it. 

" I have heard it talked," said the fisherman, 
" that the doctors think, as she can always find the 
way back to her home, and remembers the word for 
it, she is not quite gone, and that perhaps she 
might recover. You see, she used to live with her 
mother, — as I told you, — about ten leagues away ; 
but her mother brought her to the city, a few months 
ago, that the doctors might cure her." 

Zarah determined in his own mind to try the 
experiment which he had conceived; but he said 
12 o thing. 
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The girl entered the house. Zarah and the 
fisherman followed her. 

" This is a good signore, mother/* said the fisher- 
man, " who has a mind to do you a service ; so I 
brought him here, for it's not every day in the year 
that such a one is to be met with." 

" You are a physician, then ?" said the mother. 

"I will try my skill," replied Zarah, "on your 
daughter." 

"God grant that you may succeed !" said the mother. 

" And so say I," said the fisherman, — " every one 
pities Annetta." 

" No one has been able to do her any good yet," 
said her mother ; " but they say the English phy- 
sicians" — and here she examined Zarah attentively — 
" can do anything ; but the signore knows," she 
added, looking at the fisherman, who was an old 
acquaintance, " that I am too poor to recompense him 
for his services." 

" I want no recompence, good dame," said Zarah, 
" but the satisfaction of restoring your daughter to 
her reason; and let this," he added, placing a handful 
of gold coins on the table, " be applied to her comfort 
and your own." 

"He must be an English lord," whispered the 
mother to the fisherman ; " I thought he was too 
young to be a physician.** 
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" The English are like no other people," replied the 
fisherman; ''but take the gold while he is in the 
humour." 

Tlic mother, however, looked hesitatingly at the 
gold and at Zarah, and let it lie untouched on the 
table. 

The planetarian now placed the girl in a chair, to 
which she made no resistance; then he sat down ^ 
beside her. 

" Why do you sit so close ?" said the mother, re- 
garding him with anxiety. 

" It is necessary," replied the planetarian. 

The fisherman fidgeted, and assumed a queer ex- 
pression of countenance. 

The planetarian, in the meantime, placed his hand 
on Annetta's forehead, and clasped her by the hand, 
with the object of establishing between them a mag- 
netic communication. Then he endeavoured, by the 
exercise of his will, to change the current of the 
mad girl's blood, and to infuse into her brain the 
healthful working of his own. 

Her mother and the fisherman looked on in silence, 
but they exchanged wondering and suspicious glances. 

For some time, the idiot gave no sign of sensation; 
then she was overspread with a deadly paleness ; she 
shut her eyes, and seemed cast into a deep trance; 
then a shuddering came on, ^oWorw^d by a convulsive 
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movement of the whole of her fragile frame. Sud- 
denly, she started up, turned round to Zarah, and 
grasped his arms convulsively with her trembling 
hands. 

"Who are youT she said; "and where am I ?" 
tThen staring with a bewildered air about her, and 
(;eeing her parent, she exclaimed, " Mother !" and 
throwing herself into her arms, burst into tears. 

There was an expression of recognition in the 
girl's eye as she caught its glance, which told the 
mother that a change had come over her child. 

" Speak to her," said Zarah. 

" My child ! Annetta ! My darling child ! — do 
you know me V 

" Mother ! do I know you ! Why should I not 1 
But where have I been 1 What have they done to 
me ? Where am I ] This is not our home ! Oh, 
mother ! I have been dreaming such a frightful 
dream !" 

" Lie here, my child," said her mother, drawing 
her to her bosom — " lie here, and recover yourself. 
There — ^lie still. Presently you will be quite well. 
You have had some sad dream ! But you, signore ! 
oh! who are youl Are you some being from 
another world come down to restore my child from 
darkness to light 1" 

" Here are neighbours coming " md. \Jafc ^^j^^tcmkcl. 
q2 
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" Let them come in — ^let them all come ; let all 
the world come and bless this stranger for his good 
work ! Lie still, my child, lie still: there, rest your 
head, and you will soon recover !" 

The girl lay upon her mother's breast calmly, like 
one who had with difficulty awoke from a deep sleep, 
and had not yet recovered her waking faculties. As 
she thus reclined, the neighbours burst in, full of the 
news, and eager to disburthen themselves by speech 
of the story of the execution. 

" It's all over !" exclaimed an elderly woman, 
hastening to be the first to convey the tidings ; " The 
poor contessa has suffered ! But it was a shocking 
sight to see !" 

"And well done," added a man. "What right 
have wives to poison their husbands V* 

Annetta did not seem to hear them; she remained 
without moving, nestled in her mother's bosom. 

Her mother pointed to her in silence, and made a 
gesture to the gossips to be silent. 

" Poor Annetta !" said the woman, " she under- 
stands nothing of what we say. Nothing can do 
good nor harm to her now !" 

The mother made another deprecatory gesture, 
but the itch of gossip would not be restrained. 

" She died, on the whole, comfortably," said the 
woman, " and as t\ie ^xi^Bfe m^, ^erj Y^\iitent T 
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" People are always very penitent when they are 
going to be executed," said the man. " What right 
had she to poison her husband f* 

" It was all jealousy," said the woman, " as she 
confessed; and she wks very sony for her crime — ^poor 
lady !" 

" It was too late to be sorry after it was done," 
said the man. " What right had she to poison her 
husband 1" 

" They say the count died in terrible agonies," 
said a third. " Ah ! if poor Annetta there was 
sensible, she would feel now that she was avenged 1" 

Annetta started from her mother's bosom, and 
looked up. 

" Bless me !" said the woman ; " do you see that ? 
She looks as if she understood what we said !" 

Annetta did understand — ^her reason was restored. 

" For my part," continued the man who had re- 
iterated, with so much perseverance, his public re- 
monstrance against the unamiable practice of wives 
poisoning their husbands — all I say is this, that as the 
contessa poisoned Count Ferdinand " 

" Count Ferdinand," exclaimed Annetta, again 
starting up; " who spoke of Count Ferdinand 1" 

" I did," my girl ; " and I say " 

" And I say,'* interrupted the female, who seemed 
inclined to be the champion oi^OTaasim^'^TStfi'^ 



230 THE TRIUMPH OP WOMAN. 

extreme cases — " and I say it served Count Ferdinand 
right for — but never mind that " 

" And I say," resumed the man, taking advantage 
of the pause, " that it served his wife right. Wha^ 
business have wives to poison their husbands?" 

" Count Ferdinand poisoned !" said Annetta^ in 
tones of the deepest sadness. " My God ! do I 
dream? or am I awake 1 Oh ! tell me — did you say 
— or — no ! you could not say that — is Count Fer- 
dinand — dead ?" 

" It is six months ago and more since he died," 
replied the woman ; " his wife poisoned him, and 
she was executed to-day, my dear, for the murder." * 

" Count Ferdinand dead ! Ferdinand dead !" again 
exclaimed Annetta, whom the return of reason had 
now rendered capable of understanding the super- 
added wretchedness of her condition — " Ferdinand 
dead ! oh yes ! now I understand it all ! Tell me — • 
is it not so? Oh ! I have been mad ! and knew 
it not ; I have been in darkness — but now the 
light again shines in on my brain. I have re- 
covered my reason, and now I imderstand it all ! 
Oh ! misery !" 

" Return thanks, my daughter, to this good signore, 
whose art has restored you. It is to him that you 
owe the return of your reason, and I the recovery of 
mjr daughter 1" 
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" Thanks !" exclaimed Annetta. "Oh ! signore, 
why (lid you restore me ? why did you not allow me 
to rranain in the sleep and ignorance of idiocy? 
why have you brought my reason again to life to 
make me sensible of my own wretchedness ? Oh ! 
madness and ignorance was better for me than 
knowledge such as this ! Why have you restored me 
to the memory of what I was, and to the knowing of 
what I am ? Signore — I cannot give you thanks ! 
Your mistaken kindness is, to a wretch like me, not a 
blessing, but a curse ! With reason you have brought 
back sorrow and bitter repentance ! Oh mother ! 
mother ! now I feel again the unspeakable anguish 
of the heart that made me mad ! Oh ! pray to the 
stranger to restore to me the oblivion of my madness, 
and to take back his terrible gift of reason ! or rather, 
let me die ! and so forget all — and cease at last to 
suffer !" 

All present heard with inexpressible astonishment 
and dismay the appalling exclamations of the sorrow- 
ing girl ; and some there were who agreed with her, 
that it would have been better for her to have re- 
mained in the darkness of her idiocy, than to re- 
cover the sanity of her mind at such a price ! But 
a priest who had joined the group, and had been 
made acquainted with the story, now reproved her 
gently : — 
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" My daughter," he said, " the inestimable attri- 
bute of reason comes from God, and it is not for his 
creatures to spurn the sacred gift. Your reason was 
temporarily suspended, doubtless, for a good purpose; 
and you have been saved thereby much misery; now, 
through the agency of this good physician, it is re- 
stored, doubtless, for a good purpose also; for now 
you have the opportunity of repentance for the sins 
which, frail and feeble creatures as we all are, we all 
commit; and by devoting the remainder of your 
days to Him from whom all mercy flows, you may 
recover the calmness you have lost, while you wait 
with patience and resignation for the hour which 
shall change the troubles of your earthly state for 
the peace of a heavenly existence. My children, let 
us pray." 

All knelt down reverently at the bidding of the 
priest; and Zarah, who accompanied him when he 
left, having first placed money in the fisherman's 
hand, which the fisherman immediately presented to 
the mother of Annetta, arranged with the worthy 
man for the reception of Annetta in a convent, where 
she would be free from the cares and neglect of the 
world, and might pass the remainder of her life in the 
soothing exercises of her religion. 

Having accomplished this matter, and made a pro- 
vision for Annetta'B mot\ieit, \)afc i^Ti^W^si^ ^ «oon 
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as the close of the day allowed of his departure, with 
a sadder heart than he had yet felt, quitted the city; 
and more than ever inclined to acquiesce in the 
opinion of the sages of his own planet, and more than 
eyer desirous to recover his talisman, continued his 
course towards the east, and after a lengthened transit, 
alighted on the shores of the Bosphorus at Con- 
stantinople. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



THE HAREM. 



The night was mild^ and as Zarah could not readily 
find a house of entertainment, he passed it in a 
cypress grove at a short distance from the city. The 
next morning, after having made himself master of 
the language by his usual means, he set himself 
earnestly to work to discover some trace of his lost 
treasure, and continued his inquiries in all quarters 
for many days; but here, as it had been elsewhere, 
his researches were entirely fruitless. 

As he traversed the streets, he could not fail to be 
struck with the unusual circumstance of the absence 
of women; and he was almost inclined to think, but 
for other differences, that he had unknowingly been 
transported in his sleep to \si^ owo. ^XsNciRfc I He in- 
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quired of a venerable-looking moUah, with whom he 
contrived to enter into conversation, the reason of 
this remarkable absence of the members of the female 
sex. 

" Are there no women in this country 1" asked 
Zarah. 

" Bishmillah ! Yes ! and too many !" replied the 
mollah. 

" What do you do with them, then ?" said Zarah. 

" Mahomet is great ! We shut them up." 

Zarah thought that these were the most sensible 
set of people he had yet met with on the planet Terra, 
and he determined, if it should be his fate to remain 
for the rest of his life among its inhabitants, that 
he would take up his abode in Turkey. 

Seeing that his new friend was a man of in- 
formation, he pursued his inquiries on this interesting 
subject; but, presently, some contradictions startled 
him. 

" You don't have wives, then V said Zarah. 

" Yes, we do," replied the mollah, sighing : " our 
Holy Prophet allows us three." 

" Three wives !" exclaimed Zarah; — " but of course 
you do not avail yourselves of such a permission?" 

" Allah is great," replied the Turk, " and Mahomet 
is his prophet ! — ^that which is written by our prophet 
we accept." 
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"You find them easy to manage, then, in this 
comitry T said Zarah. 

" Oh ! Holy Prophet ! no !" replied the Turk; " it 
is easier to manage an army of a hundred thousand 
men than one woman !" 

" But you take wives to yourselves, nevertheless T 

"Allah is great, and Mahomet is his prophet! 
We submit to our destiny !" 

" But how is it," resumed Zarah, " that notwith- 
standing the difl&culty of managing one wife, you 
trouble yourselves with three ?" 

The mollah stroked his beard. " It is so difficult 
to find a good one !" he said — " Bishmillah ! we try 
several !" 

" And do you succeed at last f 

The Turk shook his head. "Women," said he, 
" are the contrivers of all mischief !" 

" If they are so bad," said Zarah, " why do you 
live with them V 

" We don't live with them when they are bad." 

" What do you do with them, then T 

" We tie theili up in a sack, and throw them into 
the sea." 

" Truly," replied Zarah, " that is a very summary 
mode of disposing of them; but even that must 
occasionally have its inconveniences." 

^^ It is a difficult c^viestioii " ^^d tl^ft moUah. 
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" Because," resumed Zarah, " you might chance to 
meet the wife that you had sacked in the other 
world !" 

"Dreadful !" replied the Turk, shuddering; "that 
would be too great a punishment. Happily for us, 
our women have no souls. But Mahomet is indulgent 
to true believers; when the faithful arrive in Paradise, 
they find houris made for them on purpose." 

" That is fortunate," said Zarah. 

" It is a necessary part of our creed," replied the 
mollah; " if it were otherwise, it would be diflGicult 
to persuade a dying husband to go there !" 

Zarah conceived a respect for the mollah; he 
thought him almost equal in wisdom to the sages of 
his own planet ! His mind cheered with these 
communications, he went into a coffee-house, and ate 
several kabobs with much appetite. Then he strolled 
into a Turkish burying- ground, to meditate on the 
course which it would be advisable for him to pursue, 
and the country to which he should next direct his 
travels. And he congratulated himself on having 
escaped any intercourse with those mischievous 
creatures, whom the cautious Turks prevented from 
disturbing society by keeping them safely locked up 
in their seraglios. 

In such contemplations, he passed away the time 
until the shades of evening dre^ oii\ «cA^V^\s.^^ 
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darkness allowed him to pursue his flight, he rose 
from the earth, in order to continue his search after 
his talisman in other countries. As he hovered over 
the city, in admiration of its heautiful site, which 
he quitted with a certain regret, as being the only 
place in which he had been free from the mis- 
chievous interference, or painful experience, of 
womankind, he observed the figure of a man stealthily 
gliding round a wall near the shore of the Bosphorus. 
There was something in the motions of the man 
which excited Zarah's curiosity; and as he was not 
particularly in a hurry, he remained suspended in the 
air to watch his proceedings. 

The wall bounded a beautiful garden, which en- 
circled a spacious mansion in the Turkish style of 
building, and which apparently belonged to a person 
of high rank. In the middle of the garden was a 
pavilion. Zarah was able to discern at the entrance 
of this pavilion a form, which he had no difl&culty in 
recognising as one of the female sex, as her face was 
unveiled, and her hair hung down in rich ringlets 
over her shoulders. She was evidently listening for 
some sound, which she was in expectation of hearing 
from the quarter where Zarah perceived the man. 

" They are all alike," thought Zarah. 

The adventurous lover, for such, doubtless, Zarah 
thought he was, threw a\\g\i\. ^ot^ \»o ^Jaa toi^ of the 
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wall, to which it became attached by means of a hook; 
then, availing himself of the irregularities of the 
stonework in his ascent, he rapidly climbed it by the 
aid of his cord, and let himself down on the other 
side. Then, with a jerk, he disengaged the hook 
from the top, and coiling up his cord, deposited it in 
his ample vest. After a rapid and cautious survey 
round about, he crept towards the pavilion. 

The native of the new planet was now about to 
continue his flight, when he observed a troop of black 
slaves and others, some bearing torches, issue on a 
sudden from the mansion. Conspicuous among them 
was a man of middle age, with an air of dignity and 
command, holding a naked scimitar in his hand, with 
which he motioned to his people to disperse them- 
selves over the garden. 

Zarah had no doubt of whom they were seeking. 

The Pasha went straight to the pavilion. He tried 
the door; it was fastened. He commanded those 
within to open it immediately on pain of death; but 
the door remained closed. At this moment, Zarah 
perceived the form of the adventurous lover emerge 
from an opening near the roof of the pavilion on the 
opposite side to that on which the door was situated, 
and with his cord in his hand, scramble down to the 
ground among the bushes. But the crash of the 
breaking boughs betrayed him, and a iv.\isafc><tx <5>1 
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slaves instantly rushing to the spot, he was seized, 
and dragged before the Turk. 

A motion of the hand sufficed ; two black slaves 
availing themselves of the cord which was so handy^ 
passed it round the neck of the unfortunate gallant, 
and in a few moments he^ was a corpse. 

The Turk now again turned his attention to the 
closed door. By his directions, the door was burst 
open. The girl was found lying on the floor with 
her right arm broken and shattered ; she had put it 
through the staple of the door, making of it a living 
bolt, in order to favour the escape of her lover. 

Another sign was made by the Turk ; the girl was 
seized, thrust into a sack; a boat was unmoored, 
rowed into the middle of the stream, and the sack 
with its contents was cast into the sea. 

Short work ! thought Zarah. 

But now another scene took place. The Turk, it 
seemed, was possessed with an imcontrollable jealous- 
fit in respect to all his wives. He gave some orders 
which his slaves fled to execute ; and he himself pro- 
ceeded with hasty strides to the interior of his harem; 
brandishing his scimitar with furious gestures in the 
air. Zarah follows him from above to observe his 
further proceedings. The Turk rushes into the 
apartment of his wives ; he gesticulates ; he storms ; 
be raves ; he is maddened. The taste of blood had 
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whetted his appetite like the tiger's ; besides, the 
fury of jealousy knows no bounds. Three heads fall 
almost in a moment. The scimitar is flourished 
again. Zarah is on the point of interfering, personally, 
to prevent a general massacre ; but an old negress 
from behind, at this moment, throws a wide piece of 
drapery over the Pasha's head ; he is tripped up ; 
borne down with the weight and embarrassment 
of numbers ; cushions and shawls are heaped on 
him ; in vain he struggles ; the fear of imminent 
death nerves female arms : the courage and strength 
of desperation prevail — ^the lord of the seraglio is 
strangled by his own women. 

" Short work !" again thought Zarah, as he flew 
away from the scene of slaughter. " This shutting- 
up system does not seem to answer better than the 
other ! Truly, my friend the mollah was right, when 
he described women as the authors and contrivers of 
all the mischief that takes place in the world ! The 
only way to avoid the evils that seem to be the in- 
variable accompaniments of their presence, is to do 
as our sages have done — exclude them altogether !" 

This he said to himself, but in his heart he could 
not help admiring the devoted love of the girl who 
had not hesitated to sacrifice herself in the endeavour 
to save her lover. 

" The strength of their affection, W^evecJ'' ^wv^oX* 

B 
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Zarah again, cannot be denied : there is nothing like 
it among us : the love of woman seems to be the 
strongest and most disinterested passion in nature I 
After all, it is difficult to decide whether the in- 
habitants of the earth would be better with them or 
without them." 

With such thoughts, which passed swifter through 
his mind than even his rapid flight through the air, 
Zarah continued his course. He travelled over all 
the countries of the earth in search of his talisman, 
but without success. At last, after passing through 
India and China, over South America, and the United 
States, meeting with various adventures, which it is 
not expedient at the present time to particularize, as 
an account of them is being prepared under the 
advice of an eminent publisher, and will be duly ad- 
vertised, he crossed the seas towards the east, and 
after rather a long and fatiguing journey, arrived 
just before daybreak on the 24th of December, on the 
heights of Dover. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 

Zasah was out of spirits. He had been unsuccessful 
in his search, and disappointed in his hopesj he longed 
to be at rest. He had wandered over the whole 
globe, and the British Isles were the last spots of 
earth that remained to be examined. They were 
minute in extent as compared with other countries ; 
but he had been given to understand, in the course of 
his travels, that they comprised a wonderful country, 
and contained an extraordinary people ; and that, 
small as their surface was, they abounded in wealth, 
and were rich in inventions and curiosities of all 
sorts. 

But Zar&h was sick at heart, and tired of the earth 
and its inhabitants. He longed to return to his 
home^ and to rest from his "weaxy ^mA«c>s^^^- 
b2 
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Only one thing lingered in his heart — the remem- 
brance of Angela ! But that remembrance was 
weakened bj time, bj distance, and by absence. 
Still his memory dwelt on her image as on some 
past but pleasing dreanL He resolved to return 
to the country of Bavaria, and acquaint her with the 
failure of his search after his talisman ; and then — 
but he could not make up his mind what he should 
do then; or what course of life he should ultimately 
adopt. He left that to be guided by circumstances. 
Besides, it was still within the range of possibility 
that he might recover his talisman; and then would 
be the proper time for him to come to a final decision. 

In the meantime, he determined to make the ex- 
traordinary people whose country he now visited his 
particular study, either for his knowledge and 
guidance, should he be confined to the earth, or for 
the information of his countrymen, should he be able 
to quit it. With this intent, he prepared his memo- 
randum-book and cut his pencil, in order to be ready 
to take notes of anything interesting that might 
occur. It was not long before he had to call his 
descriptive powers into action. 

There had been a fierce storm raging in th« 
English Channel some days before, and the destruc- 
tion to shipping and to life had been very great 
Among other Ye&&e\^ bsi ^£ia£^-\Ti^^ass\a3i^ laden with 
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a rich cargo, and containing many passengers, had 
foundered at sea. Only two escaped. These two 
Zarah now perceived floating on a mast by which 
they had been preserved. 

Daylight now appeared, and the fishermen of the 
coast thronged down to their daily occupation. 
Their practised eyes quickly perceived the imusual 
object floating on the waves. The report was spread, 
and a large crowd soon assembled on the beach, 
delighted to meet with some excitement. The mast 
was rapidly drifted towards the shore; the sailors 
gave a loud huzza as it came nearer and nearer, and 
prepared to lend their aid at the critical moment of 
its striking, while the people shouted and called out 
to the two possessors of it to hold fast. A wave 
higher than the rest now lifted up the mast on its 
curling summit; for a moment the shipwrecked men 
were lost sight of amid the foam and spray; then it 
dashed the mast on the shingles, and the sailors 
grasped the shipwrecked wretches from the retreating 
waves, and dragged them up the beach. 

The curiosity of the people now knew no bounds 
to learn who the rescued persons were, and what 
was their history. Zarah joined the group. One of 
the saved briefly related that the name of the ship 
was the " Bengal;" that it had foundered at sea; that 
^' all hands were lost," except himadf wcL'i \3afc ^^Js^sstx 
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The ''hands/' as Zarah afterwards learnt, were a 
hundred and thirty seamen, of whom, however, little 
account was taken, as that seemed to be considered as 
no more than an incident of their vocation. The 
loss of the drowned passengers, however, excited 
general commiseration. 

"How long had you been exposed to that 
dreadful state of suffering 1" asked ZaraL 

"Three days and three nights," answered the 
gentleman — " I and the other," pointing to his com- 
panion at a little distance. 

" And who is he V* asked some one in the crowd, 
supposed to be a newspaper reporter. 

" I don't know," replied the gentleman. " I have 
never spoken to him, nor he to me." 

"How !" said Zarah, in astonishment; " you have 
been clinging to the same mast for three days and 
three nights, and you have never spoken to each 
other !" 

" How could we 1" replied the gentleman ; " we 
had never been introduced !" 

"Truly," thought Zarah, "these English, as I 
have heard, are an extraordinary people !" 

The shipwrecked gentlemen, after bowing to each 
other, went each his own way, and Zarah repaired 
to an hotel, where, for the first time in his life, he 
8aw an English newspa^^T. 'E.^i ^«& surprised at the 
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sight ; and was still more surprised when his new 
friend, the reporter, explained to him its machinery, 
and told him that a similar broad-sheet was placed 
on the table of all the inhabitants of Dover at break- 
fast every morning. Zarah made a note of it, with 
the intention of establishing a newspaper in his own 
planet, should he ever have the opportunity. 

Presently a bell was rung at the railway station, 
close to the hotel where he was staying. Zarah had 
no inclination for that slow and tedious mode of 
locomotion ; but as it was in the day-time, and as he 
was anxious to reach town, he thought it best to 
avail himself of the conveyance. Besides, he thought 
it would afford him an opportunity of gaining, by 
the way, some knowledge of the metropolis to which 
it would take him. 

He found a very sociable old gentleman on the 
seat opposite to him, who, on ascertaining that 
Zarah was a foreigner, had the good nature to con- 
verse with him freely on the manners and customs of 
the natives of the country, and favoured him besides 
with his own opinion on the state of public affairs. 

Zarah inquired if the coimtry was populous ? 

" Too populous, some say," replied the old gentle- 
man; " the country is now suffering from the evils of 
over-population." 

" I always supposed," Zarah ventured tci Okbssjscs^^ 
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" that a numerous population was the source of the 
strength and riches of a country T 

The old gentleman shook his head : — 

" That was the opinion established in ancient 
times," he said ; " but modem political economy in- 
sists on the error of that opinion; besides, this 
country is labouring under another evil, worse, if 
possible, than over-population." 

" And what is that?" asked Zarah. 

" Over-production," replied the old gentleman. 

Zarah pondered on this information for a short 
time; at last he took the liberty to inquire if the 
people of the country were in a thriving condition; 
if they had the certainty of procuring, by means of 
their labour, a sufficiency of the necessaries and com- 
forts of life ] 

" I am sorry to be obliged to confess," replied the 
old gentleman, " that the industrious population of this 
country has been for many years exposed to the 
severest privations, from the want of the necessaries 
and comforts of life that you speak of" 

" That is a sad account to hear," said Zarah, " of a 
country respecting whose riches and resources I have 
heard so much ! May I be permitted to ask the 
cause of this melancholy state of things 1" 

" Over-production," replied the old gentleman. " 
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"And what is the over-production owing to 1" 
asked Zarah. 

" To over-population," replied the old gentleman, 
" aggravated by our system of machinery, and by the 
astonishing inventions which have been made of late 
years for lessening the necessity of human labour, 
and for producing almost all that man requires in 
inmieasurable abundance." 

" Do you mean to say," exclaimed Zarah, in extreme 
astonishment, " that, on the one hand, the people of 
this country have the power of producing nearly all 
that they require for their necessity and comfort to 
an immeasurable extent, and, on the other hand, that 
they are suffering the extremities of privation from 
their inability to procure enough of them 1" 

" That's just what I mean to say," replied the old 
gentleman. 

" But surely," said Zarah, " that is an absurdity f 

" I don't know anything about that," said the old 
gentleman; " but that is the new system of political 
economy." 

Zarah made a particular memorandum of this new 
system of political economy in his note-book. 

" But I should like to understand something more 
of this doctrine of over-population," said Zarah. 
^' Have you not extensive colonies forming part of the 
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same empire, wbidb only want a population to evolve 
the wealth which your mother earth never refuses to 
her industrious children T 

A middle-aged lady, who sat by the old gentleman, 
and whom Zarah had observed busy in smoothing 
her side curls and pinching up a bonnet to a shape 
which seemed never to please her, broke in with an 
exclamation: — 

^' I hate Malthus,"" said she. 

Zarah made a memorandum to inquire who this 
" Malthus" was, against whom one of the female sex 
had so energetically expressed her indignation. 

The train arrived at the London Bridge Station. 
The old gentleman, who was pleased with Zarah's 
conversation, invited him to his house, and promised 
to show him his cabinet of mineral curiosities. The 
lady, who could not make a similar invitation, 
although she was much struck with the handsome 
stranger, requested him to have the kindness to see 
if her address was untom from her travelling port- 
manteau. Zarah read it, and assured her that it was 
quite safe ; it bore the name of " Miss Virginia 
Singlestick" Miss Virginia Singlestick thanked him 
with a sweet smile; she htid good teeth, was rather 
pretty, and as she was under forty, and considered 
that she might still use the number thirty, which she 
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always did — sinking the odd years as surplusage — 
she by no means despaired. She dreamed of Zarah 
all night, and couldn't get his eyes out of her head. 

Zarah paid his visit next morning to see the polite 
old gentleman, and his cabinet of mineral curiosities. 

A secret presentiment, for which he could not 
account, seemed to foreshadow to him that an im- 
portant epoch of his life was near at hand. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 



THE TALISMAN. 



The old gentleman to whom Zarah paid his visit 
was a very eccentric old gentleman. He was a 
mineralogist; and by virtue of that occupation, con- 
sidered that it was his duty to pick up everything 
that looked like an ore or a stone that came in his 
way. The collection of rubbish that he had got 
together after this fashion was indescribable; and 
his sole delight was to range them on shelves and in 
boxes, and to ticket them with labels, indicative of 
their known or supposed composition. Except in 
insisting on showing his miscellaneous collection of 
odds and ends, and expatiating on the same to every 
visitor who was rash enough to afford him the oppor- 
tunityy the old gentleman ^%a laajraJftss. 
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A stranger and a foreigner, under such circum- 
stances, was quite a godsend to him; and Zarah, on 
liis part, who could not help regarding the old gen- 
tleman with a feeling of attraction which was strange 
and unaccountable, proved a willing auditor. 

" This," said the old gentleman; " is a specimen 
of some new platina ore lately discovered in Siberia." 

" It is a fine specimen,'* said Zarah. 

" And this is a bit of native iron — ^very rare — ^you 
know, of course V* 

" I am aware that it is, in this Planet," replied 
Zarah. 

" In this Planet !" repeated the old gentleman to 
himself " What an odd form of expression 1" 

" But the most extraordinary curiosity that I have 
in my cabinet," said the old gentleman, " is the frag- 
ment of an aerolite — ^" 

" An aerolite ! what is that ?" 

" It is a general term given to a meteoric stone 
which is sometimes found, and is supposed to be 
detached from some one of the numerous inferior ' 
planetary bodies that belong to our system; but this 
is not a stone — ^it rather resembles a metal — but 
unlike any that our philosophers have been hitherto 
acquainted with." 

" Ah !" said Zarah; " I should like very much 
to see this rare metal." 
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^' You shall see it. It fell in that little garden 
on the night of the twenty-fifth of December last — ^ 

" That was Christmas-day f 

" To be sure ! But — ^you are a foreigner; — ^there 
was a very strange meteor observed ^1= liiat night, 
which passed exactly over my house; its light was 
dim, but distinguishable." 

" But where is this fragment T said Zarah« 

"You shall see it. I was telling you — ^It had a 
dim light, and there was a sort of dusky shadow 
streaming from it ^" 

" But the fragment T 

" You shall see it in a moment. And what was 
remarkable in this meteor was, a projection, which 
extended from it in a thin line, like a stick or pole, 
bicuspid at the extremity——" 

" But where is it ?" exclaimed Zarah, impatiently. 

" Where is it 1 Why, gone ! disappeared towards 

the south-west ! ^it moved with very great velocity, 

and was out of sight almost in a second !" 

" Gone !" exclaimed ZaraL 

" To be sure ! but I am certain it was a solid body 
of considerable density; and as it was within the 
sphere of the earth's attraction, I have no doubt that 
it has been revolving round it ever since as a sort of 
satellite. But we are forgetting the aerolite all this 
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tiiue ! I thought you wanted so particularly to 
see it r 

" The aerolite ! then, is not gone V exclaimed 
Zarah, joyfully. 

" To be sure not ! I never said it was. The 
aerolite has remained in this box ever since, and no 
one has been allowed to touch it; but I propose at 
the next meeting of the Eoyal Society to have it 
publicly analyzed for the benefit of science." 

" Not if I get hold of it," thought Zarah. 

" See !" said the old gentleman. 

Zarah did see, and long and earnestly did he gaze 
on it : it was his long-lost talisman ! 

It was with difficulty that he could conceal his 
emotions. At last he endeavoured to command his 
^ech, and made some few calm and temperate ob- 
servations on the curious nature of the aerolite. He 
said that he was aware that similar fragments were 
occasionally found in various parts of the earth; con- 
fessed that he had been long desirous of possessing a 
specimen such as that which the mineralogist had done 
him the fSavour to submit to his inspection; regretted 
that an engagement in another part of the town pre- 
vented him from ex/imining it minutely at that 
moment; but promised to call again in the evening, 
with the gentleman's permission, when he would show 
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him, privately, some curious properties which the 
aerolite possessed; and he recommended him, in the 
meantime, to keep it closely covered up, as the least 
tarnish from the air would affect unfavourably the 
experiment which he designed to make with it. 

The old gentleman said that he should be at home 
all the evening; that he should be happy to see Zarah 
again; and promised that no one should have a sight 
of the aerolite imtil Zarah had made his own ob- 
servations on it. 

Zarah retired, and endeavoured to pass away the 
time with as little impatience as possible until the 
night should restore to him his power. Many and 
serious were the conflicting thoughts that now 
assailed him. What should he do ? His desire to 
return to his native home had become more powerful 
every day, as his experience of the earth and the 
earth's ways had been forced upon him. But, on the 
other hand, a certain lingering desire to see again one 
for whom he had first felt the emotion of love, drew 
back his desires to the earth, and made him anxious 
to say at least " farewell," before he quitted it for 
ever ! 

Thus agitated with contending impulses, he 

wandered unconsciously among the vast congregation 

of houses, in solitary musing. The day wore away at 

last, however, and "beioie \i!!afc\aa\. x«5^ qI NJaa «m had 
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disappeared, he repaired again to the mineralogist's 
house. Another disappointment awaited him. The 
old gentleman was from home; but his sister, who was 
his housekeeper, and almost as venerable in years as 
her brother, greeted the stranger kindly, and the two 
sat down in social chat together. 

It must be confessed that the conversation, for a 
short time, was all on the old lady's side, but, sud- 
denly, something that she said interested him, and he 
eagerly lent her his attention. She had spoken of 
Bavaria; and^ presently it turned out that she and her 
brother and the astronomer were not only friends, 
but distantly related by the side of the astronomer's 
wife. The old lady was well acquainted with Angela, 
on whose beauty and good qualities she descanted 
with all the enthusiasm which affectionate old ladies 
are profuse in displaying at an age when they no 
longer fear a rival. 

Zarah felt a throbbing at his heart to which he had 
long been a stranger, as the old lady recalled to his 
memory the happy hours which he had passed with 
Angela at her good and simple-minded father's 
dwelling; and the feeling of attachment, which had 
been weakened by degrees, now returned in a moment 
with increased force. He resolved that his first visit 
should be to Germany. 

But he began to grow anxiowB at \5cifc\£M\«^Q^s^^ 
a 
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absence, and he dreaded that some unlucky accident 
might intervene to prevent the recovery of his 
treasure. He inquired frequently if "her brother 
would not return 1" 

The old lady observed his impatience, and good- 
naturedly endeavoured to beguile the time by enter- 
taining talk. Youth and age soon grow confidential 
— extremes meet: perhaps it is, that old age, feeling 
conscious that it has no longer any time to lose, 
hastens to communicate itself with its kind ; and with 
the memory of its own youth, is least distrustful of 
the young. She told him the old gentleman's history. 

" He was eccentric," she said; " no one could fail to 
observe that — but he was most amiable and 
affectionate. He is old now; but once," said the 
old lady, smiling, " he was yoimg like yourself; but 
he never married." 

Zarah, after his experience round the world, could 
not help thinking, at the moment, that the eccen- 
tricity of the old gentleman on that point was rather 
a mark of his prudence and good sense than other- 
wise. 

" Ah !" said the old lady, as if she had divined his 
thoughts, " he had good reason for it ! His story is 
a little romantic, but I will tell it to you. In his 
youth, he loved fondly, ardently, romantically, a 
beautiful girl, wlio as warrolbf TefevxTiv.ed his attachment. 
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Her father was appointed to a mission in the East 
Indies. He proceeded to his post with the intention 
of returning the following year; but finding the 
opportunities of realizing a fortune favourable, he 
established himself there, and wrote for his daughter, 
who was his only child, to join him, the more 
especially as he thought that his position would afford 
him the certainty of procuring for his daughter that 
most desirable of all parental aspirations — a good 
alliance. 

You may imagine the heart-breaking, the tears, the 
sobs, the faintings, and the vows of unalterable at- 
tachment that took place between my brother and 
her at parting ! But he was too young to form an 
establishment for her here, and she did not dare to 
disobey her father. And so — they parted. I shall 
never forget the despair of my poor brother ! How- 
ever, he lived in the hope to rejoin her I" 

"And the girl?" said Zarah; "I suppose she died 
of grief, and that was the reason why he has never 
married ?" 

" Quite the contrary," replied the old lady — " the 
girl married an officer in the army on her way out ; 
she coiddn't wait even till she arrived. And this," 
said the old lady, bitterly, " is ' woman's con- 
stancy!'" 

"And this," said Zarah to himself, «h «v3A!^<ecL x^- 
s2 
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vulsion of feeling possessing him, "is 'woman!' Ill 
go back to my own planet !" 

(Had poor Angela heard the tale, and been aware of 
its terrible effect on Zarah's decision, mild and amiable 
as she was, she certainly would have shaken the old 
lady to pieces on the spot : but it was to happen 
otherwise.) 

A knock at the door interrupted the old lady's re- 
trospections and the bitter meditations of Zarah. 
It was the mineralogist who had returned. They 
went at once to his cabinet. The aerolite was placed 
in Zarah's hands, which trembled to receive it. 

" Permit me," said Zarah, to remain a few minutes 
with this curious mineral alone 1" 

The old gentleman stared ! hesitated ! but con- 
sented, and left the room; but before he shut the door, 
he said, half-seriously, half-jokingly : 

" You will not play me any trick with it ?" 

"If I do," replied Zarah, "I will leave you a 
thousandfold its weight in gold in its stead !" 

" Agreed !" said the old gentleman, laughing — 
"that would be a good exchange," and closed the 
door. 

The first thing that the native of the new planet did 

when he found himself alone with his talisman, was to 

test its virtue, which he thought he could not apply 

to a better purpose tiaaa \« ^^ ^^ Xsas^jdx^ which 
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the old gentleman had merrily made, and so to enrich 
his unconscious benefactor. He transmuted, therefore, 
in a very short space of time, by means of the 
magnetico-electric virtue of his talisman, all the 
metal articles of use or ornament which he found in 
the room, beginning with the shovel and the poker, 
and including a flat-iron which the mineralogist had 
accidentally, and, as it turned out, fortunately, been 
using as a weight to keep together his loose 
memoranda, and which is preserved in the British 
Museum as evidence of the fact, and as an un- 
questionable curiosity, in a glass-case on the left-hand 
side as you go in at the right-hand door, near the 
stuffed rhinoceros, and opposite the megatherium. 

Having performed this act of duty, and with his 
thoughts still .dwelling on the faithlessness of woman 
as exemplified in the old lady's tale, the native of the 
new planet opened the window, which looked out 
into a garden-square, and observing no one near but 
a policeman, who was talking to a very fat cook down 
an area, he roused the virtues of his talisman, and 
bidding adieu for ever to the earth, he shot into the 
air, and repaired with the speed of light to his native 
home I 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



WOMAN'S TRIUMPH. 



In the meantime, what had become of Angela? 
Was she, too, like some of the daughters of the earth, 
fickle and forgetful ? or did she cherish in her heart, 
with fond remembrance, the being who had first 
awakened it to love ! Let her changed fonn tell ! 
and those sunken eyes, which were now bathed in 
tears and sorrow. 

The earth had run its annual course; the flowers 
had shed their perfumes and their blossoms, and had 
faded, and withered, and died. The trees had given 
forth their fruits; their grateful foliage had dropped; 
the sober sadness of departing autiunn had passed; 
the earth had again clothed herself in her snowy 
mantle; Christmas was com^ a.^ain. But neither 
mirth, nor gladness now aft^ioxo^^K^^^ 'Oaa t^Xmcccl ^ 
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the merry season; the cheerful voice of Angela was 
no longer heard at the domestic hearth; without, 
frowned coldness and gloom; and within, reigned 
melancholy and mourning. The dreary aspect of 
nature in its winter s garb was the type of the deso- 
lation that overcast the astronomer's dwelling. All 
was changed save Angela's heart; there memory 
dwelt; and as she recalled the past, and did not dare 
to think with hope of the future, she grieved with a 
sorrow that could not be comforted. But no murmur, 
no reproach, escaped her lips; she mourned in 
secret; and while the canker of regret consumed her 
heart, her sighs were breathed to heaven alone. Often 
she would wander in the garden, and revisit again 
and again the cherished spots where the words of 
affection had been so often spoken, now only existing 
to remind her of hours never to return, and of hap-* 
piness for ever lost ! And often she would gaze for 
hours on the starry firmament, and try to pierce into 
the immensity of space, to discover some mark or token 
to give her hope; but the heavens gave no sign, and 
she returned to contemplate the bottomless abyss of 
her own despair ! The star of her affections had set 
for ever ! 

Christmas was come again; was it months or years 
since he departed 1 only some few and little months; 
but how long they seemed \ ^i^i^ \>tv3c^^^ ^\\x>J^» ^ssSv. 
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the crushed heart turned the moments of those 
months to ages ! And there was no hope ! no 
tidings I — Was there no memory of her 1 Could 
others forget as she could not ! why could not she 
. forget ] why did not that mysterious being, who 
possessed such wonderful endowments, at least gift 
her with the power of oblivion ? But — ^would she be 
willing to forget 1 No : — the memory of him was all 
that was left of his existence; that she would cherish 
and bear with her to the tomb ! — Beyond the grave, 
perhaps they might meet again ! 

Sad was the Christmas feast that was spread on the 
anniversary of that eventful night. The cheerful 
boughs of the ruddy plant seemed to mock the 
board; — alas ! the cypress wreath would have been a 
more appropriate emblem ! But still Angela tried 
to be cheerful; her mother, whom her grief had 
tamed, looked at her, she thought, reproachfully for 
her sorrow; her father regarded her tenderly; and 
although he did not speak, she felt that he shared it 
with her. Some passing word brought back memory 
too forcibly; Angela felt that she could not much 
longer restrain her tears: — 

" I feel a strange oppression, dear papa," she said; 
" let me retire for a moment ; presently I will return 



THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN. 265 

Her mother turned pale ; her father looked at her 
anxiously and tenderly. When she had retired, they 
regarded each other with that mournful meaning 
which parents so well read in each other's eyes; both 
felt that this condition of their daughter could not 
last much longer ; the powers of endurance must 
give way at last ; each read the other's thoughts, but 
neither spoke. They remained in silence. 

Prompted by some secret feeling, Angela wrapped 
round her a shawl, which had been a favourite with 
Zarah, and repaired to the observatory. There she 
uplifted her eyes to the heavens ; their aspect was 
silent and still ; she gazed at the stars '^ walking in 
brightness ;" her thoughts wandered to times past — 
to that fatal night which was the beginning of her 
changed existence ; she recalled to her remembrance 
the first appearance of those starry orbs which first 
made her pulse flutter, and her heart throb with new 
and strange emotions ! " That was his course," as 
she traced it in the air — ^but it had left no path ; and 
that was the spot in the blighted garden where first 
he had alighted — ^if, indeed, it was sol and her 
senses had not deceived her ! Was it an illusion, a 
phantasm, a trick ! a hollow deception practised on 
her unsuspecting mind and innocent heart ? Was it 
a dream ? — No : it was no dream ; the reality was 
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too deeply engraven on her heart. It was no dream; 
that was the spot where first she had beheld him : — 
but now, all was darkness ! 

She sought the library, where she had seen him 
last — ^from which they had both looked out on the 
bright skies : less bright than the light of love that 
shone within ! Why did she linger there 1 Why 
should she cherish grief ? But still some strange and 
powerful feeling rooted her to the spot; she breathed 
thick and short; the air of the apartment, cold and 
wintry as it was, seemed oppressive; the shutters 
of the garden doors were not yet closed; she opened 
them, and looked into the space beyond. 

What shriek is that which rends the air, and breaks 
so fearfully the silence of the night ? Is it the cry of 
terror or of gladness 1 Her parents sink down with 
fear : it is their daughter's voice; but what does it 
portend 1 But now another shriek is heard — ^but not 
the same ! It is the wild shriek of sudden joy ! and 
the name of " Zarah !" is pronounced with thrilling 
tenderness; and then all is silent ! 

They start up; their trembling limbs can hardly 
support the aged pair; they hasten to the library; 
they thrust open the door in fearful expectation; and 
they behold Angela insensible in Zarah's arms ! 

Grief overpowers and kills, but joy overpowers and 
resuscitates. — ^It is ZaraSti \ TiSsroJo. t^^omtmA V Zarah 
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faithful ! The agony of ages is overpaid by that one 
blissful moment ! Zarah is here ! 

Love had triumphed ! 

" I have forsaken all," he whispered — " home, 
friends, country, my birthright, and my power, for 
you!" 

" And will you never leave me more ?" murmured 
Angela. 

"I could not, if I would. I purchase the in- 
estimable jewel of your love at the price of my pri- 
vilege and my power. I thought when I again 
quitted the earth ^" 

"Then you did quit it?" said Angela, reproach- 
fiiUy. 

" I did; but I found my own worid a blank, and 
existence worthless, without her whom I had leamt 
to love and prize so deariy ! I am now an inhabi- 
tant of the earth, as lowly and mortal as yourself : 
will you now take Zarah in his humility as you ac- 
cepted him in his power 1 He once possessed that 
which would have obtained for him the sovereignty 
of the earth; — now, his heart is all he has to offer you !" 

Angela made no other reply than to allow herself 
to sink back upon his breast; and Zarah was quite 
contented with the answer. 

And now the happy four are again seated at the 
astronomer's Christmas board, and \)tifc T^^\ifcTcv^^ <^ 
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the festive holly seemed to sparkle and look redder 
and more lively, as if they partook of the happiness 
of those who sat around them. Angela smiled, and 
the doctor laughed, and his dame waxed merry to see 
her daughter's eyes recover their brightness, and in 
the confusion of her satisfaction, had nearly committed 
an indiscretion with a huge black bottle, which, 
although it contained only waters, were waters some- 
what of the strongest. Angela could not help 
averring that, in her opinion, Christmas was the 
pleasantest time of the year, after all; her father 
said it was unquestionably the best for the use of his 
telescope, and his dame agreed, with heartiness, that 
nothing looked better on a table than the summer 
fruits preserved; with pickles — red cabbage especially 
— properly prepared. 

So long did that supper last, that the astronomer 
exclaimed jocosely, " that if it was not summarily put 
an end to, it would not be over till the next came 
round;" and then there was a hearty laugh, to which 
the dame contributed with all her might, and in 
which Angela joined with moderation. 

The supperj however, did end at last; the doctor 
left them for a moment to take a last look through 
his telescope for the night, and her mother withdrew 
to see that the pickles and preserves were stowed 
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carefully away, and to take care that the great hlack 
bottle was not unduly tampered with; — after a brief 
reflection, she thought it would be safest in her bed- 
room. 

What transpired between Zarah and Angela during 
the absence of her parents has never been told; but 
doubtless they had a great deal to say to each other; 
and when, on the sudden re-appearance of the papa 
and mamma, before going to bed, there was a diffi- 
culty in separating one of Angela's curls from some 
part of Zarah's dress near the collar of his coat, there 
was a burst of merriment from all parties that did 
credit to the Christmas night, and the old house-dog 
barked and wagged his tail as if determined not to be 
left out in the general hilarity. The dame, in the 
delirium of her jocularity, gave him a whole leg of a 
turkey, but repented it the moment after, and Carlo 
ate it up with such satisfaction that she had not the 
heart to take it from him. Even the cat was not 
forgotten; indeed, the fact is, Pussy did not forget 
herself; for while Zarah and Angela were engaged in 
discourse, she had quietly lapped up all the cream 
out of the milk-pot. And so the Christmas night 
ended as all Christmas nights ought to end — for all 
parties were satisfied. 

But all this was nothing to the wedding. Such a 
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ringing of bells and such a rejoicing had never before 
been known in all Bavaria ! The Major of the 
Burgher Guards put his whiskers in papers over night, 
and used two pots of bear's-grease the next morning, 
and his moustachios had such a fierce and killing 
look, that the spectators were struck with a sort of 
awe, and the women were quite fascinated vrith the 
splendour of his regimentals. The schoolmaster 
belied his name for that day, and gave a holiday to 
all his boys; the apothecary neglected to physic his 
patients, so that they all got well miraculously. His 
wife was very fussy with the bride, and held a bottle 
of salts ready in case she should faint; while the 
schoolmaster's wife, in a new dress of the most ex- 
traordinary capacity, sailed about with the greatest 
ease imaginable, congratulating all the company. 
There were bridesmaids, of course; but as their 
business was to do nothing but look very sentimental, 
and to declare that it was such an awful ceremony, 
that they should never be able to go through with it 
themselves, even if any one were to ask them, their 
labours were not of an excessive description. 

And then the dinner ! and the supper ! 

And how the astronomer that night ; — ^but — ^how- 
ever the less that's said about that the better. But 
he would insist that all the stars in the skies were 
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double stars — that's the fact — a phenomenon for 
which he could not account, although he persisted in 
looking at them through the wrong end of the tele- 
scope. 

Angela, as she returned from the village church, 
from which the bells rung merrily, whispered to her 
husband : — 

" This is the victory of love !" 

" Yes," said Zarah; " and the Triumph op 
Woman !" 



THE END. 
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